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13, for bid, r. bade. 
6, for regiment, r. reg nent. 
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. 15, for thoſe, r. theſe ; and for bid, r. baile 


3, for Adoan, r. Adlæon. 


* 16, for mar ſſi d, r. marſh's. 
- 18, for improviſatori, r. improviſatore. 


1, dele had. 
= penult. for lofty, r. martial. 
6, for cleat, r. bleat. | 
2, for catholicks, r. catholick. 
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ROBERT JEPHSON, ESQUIRE, 


DUBLIN CASTLE. 


Paris, Auguſt 25, 1792. 


Tux verſe from my pen ſo ſpontaneouſly flows, 
When to 7ephſon I write, that I can't write in proſe; 
For gravity's cenſure I care not a pin, 75 
If you ſmile at my bumour the laurel I'll win. 
We once were aſſociates in Brilliancy's reign, 
And Townſhend and Wit oft applauded our ſtrain, 
While we laugh'd at alarmiſts, expos'd their grimace, 
And they laugh'd in their turn vith a penſion or place. 
5 Now let ſyſtem and wild innovation enhance, 


The ſcenes that I paint in Italia and F rance. 


B | I am 


Iam Juſt now arriv'd, and purſue my intention 
' To hear the debates in the gallic Convention, 
Ere Brunſwic arrive with his mob-killing gang, 
The knaves in rebellion to ſhoot or to hang. | 
His fine manifeſto Calonne ſurely writ, 

(As the Emigres ſay) full of logic and wit; 

Wy read it at Spa, and I reach'd Paris ſoon, 
For it brac'd up my nerves like the ſteel of Pouhon ; 
As he moves on triumphant, the patriots he'll ſwing 
Who prefumptuouſly combat for Freedom and King. 
As Auſtria and Pruſſia moſt nobly combine 
To give them new laws, in a code that's divine; 
For this gracious purpoſe, their troops are- appointed, 
Jo fight in the cauſe of the Lord's own anointed. 
O fee this proud people, how happy when ſlaves ! a 
Holding pritices as tyrants, and emperors knaves ; 
But mild Kate of Ruſſia, provok'd by ſuch jeers, 

| Will ſtrangle theſe traitors, and cut off their ears; 
Then a Te Deum chant for the peace of their ſouls, 
And nail up their ears thro' all Europe on poles: -- 


Win 
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Will turbulent Jacobins ſtand this rebuff? 

Let them view theſe cropt ears, they'll be quiet enough. 
So Moles, the chief of the Emigrant band, N 

Whom he led forty years tow'rds their anceſtor's“ land. 
When democrat knaves their allegiance wonld ſhake, 
Which he calls being bit by a ſerpent or ſnake, 
Seiz'd a ſcore of theſe orators, cas'd them in braſs, 
Fix'd them ſtarving on ſtakes, while the multitude paſs ; 
And wrote this inſcription, with ludicrous wit, 

« See the venomous ſnakes who my I ſraelites bit ; 
Here, turn up your eyes to this medical pole, 

View theſe ſerpents in braſs, and your wounds will be 


2 whole.” 


But while B runſwick is marching theſefeats to perform 

The people take arms, and the Thuilleries ficraty 
And taylors, and coblers, and poiſſardes aſſemble, 

To bind princes in chains, and make monarchy tremble ; 

The Switzers are ſlain, tho" they cry Vive le Roi ! 

And are anſwer'd with ſhouts, Vive le Peup” ! Vive la Loi! 


* Bryant, | 1 Numb. xxi. v. 9. 
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Hark the zocſin in's mad peal ! Hark! the cannon n reſound! | 

And the image of kings is laid flat on the ground ; 

A mob ſacrilegious, at fixes and ſeven, 

Inſultingly pound the vicegerents of heaven, 

Here Louis le Grand to the duſt bows his head, 

And his ſtatue is melted, becauſe it's of lead. : 

A bullet perhaps from his belly or tete, | . 

Brave Frederick may wound in his ſtomach or pate; 
And the peaſants of Gallia, though joyful, may weeps 
If he fall ere be pay off his ſcore for her ſheep”. 

In this fleeting ſcene ſtranger things come to paſs, 

As our life's a mere ſhadow, and all {lefh is graſs. 

Bat I griev'd from my heart, and ſtood ſighing aloof, | 
When Henry was flung from their boaſted Pont Neu,: 
1 hail'd his bleſs'd ſhade, bade the hero remain; 

Ab! why ſhould mad zeal thus his mem'ry profane? 
Tho' a Monarch, he labour'd Man's rights to ſecure, 
And bis heart in a ts rcjoic'd with the poor. 

Let your laurel'd Voltaire for his hero ſind grace; — 


Js 2 a tyger and monkey the ſource of your race?“ 
LR 


_” 
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But the people, enrag 'd, no \ remonſirances heed, 


He s a Bourbon, they * tho? the beſt of his breed ; 


We'll caſt him in cannon, our rights to maintain, 
He'll defend us again from the Germans and Spain, 
In vain with new paſſion indignant I burn, 

And the greaſy roguegfor this humorous turn. 

Vive 2 Nation ! they ſhout ;—ſtill the riot prevails, 
And from Paris proceeds till it reaches Verſailles; 
1 n the work of deſtruction with joy they engage, 
And Louis che/-d'auvres again feel their rage; 
His pride and his ſpendour theſe democrats mock, 
And ſmaſh all the wonderful works of his clock d. 

: Where two pretty Cupids, with fine gilded clubs, 

| Make a timbrel reſound with their dub-a-dub-dubs. 
Two cocks clap and crow, as the heralds of fate, 
And the ſtatue of Louis advances in fate; "I 

To ſhew how the monarch grew g great by his quarrels, 
The goddeſs of V ictory crowns him with laurels; 


An emblem bow juſt of his boaſting and wars, 


When he crow'd on his dunghill, and built to the ftars: 
This 
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: ont our life's a mere ſhadow, and all ſleſh is graſs. 


Bat I griev'd from my heart, and ſtood fighing aloof, 
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5: Let your laurel'd Voltaire for his hero find grace ;— 


Is a tyger and monkey the ſource of your race?“ 
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But che people, enrag'd, no remonſtrances heed, 


2 
He's a Bourbon, oy cry'd, tho? the beſt of his break 


5 We'll caſt him in cannon, our rights to maintain, 


He'll defend us again from the Germans and Spain, 
| In vain with new paſſion indignant I burn, 
And the greaſy rogue r this humorous turn. 
Vive la Nation / they ſhout ;—ſtill the riot prevails, 
: And from Paris proceeds till it reaches Verſailles; ; 
In the work of deſtruction with joy they engage, 
And Louis” che/-d'auvres again feel their rage ; 
His pride and his ſpendour theſe democrats mock, 
And ſmaſh all the wonderful works of his clock b, 
5 Where two pretty Cupids, with fine gilded clubs, 
| Make a timbrel reſound with their dub-a-dub-dubs. 
700 cocks clap and crow, as the heralds of fate, 
And the ſtatue of Louis advances i in ſtate ; 
| To ew how the monarch grew great by his quarrels, 
The goddeſs of Victory crowns him with laurels; 
An emblem how juſt of his boaſting and wars, 
When he crow'd on his dunghill, and built to the ſtars: 
. This 
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Ho rapid their march, as they ſkaited on ice; 


. 


This piece to burleſque, yet the hint to purſue,» 


The Dutch made their clocks to ſtrike, Cuckoo, Cuckoo : 7 
As a ſncer on the King, who, to ſolace his life, 

And his foul to preſerve, made his miſtreſs * his wife. 
But Holland fo paid for this comical ſtroke, 
That Mynheer ne'er ſince has attempted to joke; 
For, to make all the world his fine feelings © admire, 
He ſent out two heroes with ſword and with fire; 


With orders to pillage and burn ev'ry town, 


To raviſh the young and the old women drown: 


Then Conde and Luxemburgh flew in a trice, 


The Dutch from their dikes no ſalvation could draw, 


But, · midſt their deſpair, they were fav'd by a thaw. 


Yet from this gaſconading a moral we gather, 
That the projects of wiſdom depend on the weather: 


How armies and fleets of ſucceſs muſt deſpair, 


If it freezes or thaws, or the wind is'nt fair! 


Madame Mantenon, u ho in a 1 vad. ile is NS to ſyy— <0 eut 
peur de Venfer, le lache, et je fus reine.“ 


. 
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And now e'en at Blenheim but turn up your eyes, | 
| You'll *ſpy what we did to oblige ſuch allies ! 
See Vanbrugh jocoſe Louis' pageantry mock, 
He _ Gallus was Latin for F renchman and cock; 
And therefore, ſaid he, the ſhrill chanticleers ſing, 
To ſhew how vaii Monſieur applauded their King! 
Then at Blenheim * the bold Britiſh lion he rears, 
With a cock in his paw, to pourtray Louis? fears, 
Built ſo like the Baſtile, that it adds to the joke, 
So he cut their cox-combs by this ſly equivoque: 
The Whigs all rejoiced at this typical fun, 

But the Tories cried fie—on the F reemaſon's pun ; 
Meek Sarah was charm” d bid her Sovereign be gay, 
And to pleaſure the Knight, ſhe beſpoke his new play ; 
But the great Duke of Marlbro' growl'd and look'd 

grim, | 4; | 


Till ſhe ſwore that John Bull was to pay for the whim. 


Now, midſi the Convention with awe I «a ance, 


Wbere Anarchy calls on the 5 Genans of France; 
Ten 
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Ten Members ſtart up, tho the Preſident rings, 

And rail all at once againſt Tyrants and Kings ; | 
Their ſceptres we'll break, and to us they ſhall bow, | 
We'll kill al! theſe deſpots, the queſtion is—how! 
Says citizen Coutteau, let's hazard our lives, 

And form a whole Regiment with poniards and knives ; 
To ſtab all theſe monſters—ſpeak, who is afraid ? 

The Rood of ſuch tyrants ſhall reek from my blade; 
The queſtion, the queſtion f collect all the votes, 
I'm the firſt Volunteer in chis corps of cut-throats; 
Says Merlin, I'm next, and we'll ſoon lay them low; 5 
I'm the third, roars the Capuchin, pious Chabot! 
This project, ſays Clouts, each true patriot bewitches, 
My heart is all F rench, and my ſoul's without breeches “: 
Then they held up their hands with republican pride, 
And declar'd ev'ry member a true regicide ; 

Now the Preſident calls, and around him they cluſter, 2 


And the Clerk makes a roll, the banditti to muſter; | 


* Mon wr eſt tout 8 et mon ame un ſans culotte, —The 
| expreſſion of Anacharſis Clouts in the National Afſerably. | 


But, 


1 

But, alas! in the midſt of this clamour and praiſe, 
And juit as the corps they were haſt ning to raiſe, 

Up ſtarted Le Rocque®, and exclaim'd fie! — for ſhame, 
Ye ſons of true glory, how much you're to blame ; ; 
| May Baſtiles; and may fetters again be our 06 
If we act like aſſaſſins at Naples and Rome; 

Let us tread kings to duſt, nor of life leave a ſpark, 
In the field let us ſmite them, not ſtab in the dark ; ; 
From their thrones thus the Romans Prod potentates 

hurl' d, 
And by gen'rous valour ſoon conquer'd the world. 
"Fen Pyrrhus they ſhielded from treach'ry's $ art, 
For virtue inſpires : a republican heart 3 
And nobly they ſaid, we diſdain to hh 
A traitor to ſlay you, tho” tyrants we ſcorn : 
To tarniſh * our honour we're only afraid, 


We'll not fee your dottor to practiſe his trade; 


* The author was preſent at this debate ; and at the Jacobin Club, 
when one of the members pledged himſelf to bring in M. La Fayette 
alive or dead ; and received the unanimous applauſe of the Aſſembly. 


C | This 


. 
rot 
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This greatneſs of ſoul even Pyrrhus admir'd, 
And, deſpairing of conqueſt, with ſhame he retir'd. 


Vive Le Rocque! echoes round, now he's hug'd and he” 8 
kiſs'd, 


While Merlin and Chabot are kick'd and are hiſs'd. 


But Le Gendre the butcher, a bravo by trade, 


Now call'd on his friends for their voices and aid; 


No wonder, ſays Manuel, he's at it again, _ 


As he kills no more calves, now he thirſts t to kill 1 men; 


— 


Le Gendre provok d, when ſo tauntingly hit, 

Mov'd to vote the Sieur Manuel a droll comic wit; 
' You'd better, retorted the wit, paſs a vote 
That I'm only a bete, you may then cut my throat. 
Vive le Manuel! they cry for this bon mot ſo fine * 


And they riſe with a laugh—to drink, joke, and to dine. 


Yet amidſt all theſe riots, they dance, and they bawt 
Atheiſtical hymns at the Palais Royal! 


* This retort cou cteous actually paſſed in the National Aſſembly. 
And 
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And to tunes democratical impiouſly ſing, " 
That man may exiſt without prieſts or a king! 
This ſpecimen read, and you'll ſurely agree, 
That Brunſwic ſhould hang n on Liberty's tree. 
Let enthuſiaſts like theſe be abhor'd in our ſight, 


| While they roar out this ballad, and march out to fight: 


IN triumph ſhall Liberty reign *, 
And the goddeſs expand all her charms; 
If we hail her republican ſtrain, 


That calls us—to arms—and to arms! 


Behold !—where the Auſtrians advance; 
Behold !—the tyrannical band; FT 
How they ſwarm o'er the borders of F rance, 


And menace with ruin the land ! 


Then away !—to the frontiers away, 
And the legions of deſpots defy; 
The voice of fair Freedom obey, 


Determin'd to conquer or die. 


| Crown'd with glory, victorious we'll reft, 
And in chorus exultingly ſing, 
That man, ſocial man, may be bleſt, 
Without nobles, or biſhop, or king! | 
"oo 1 But. 


E „„ 
But what vexes me moſt is to ſee ev'ry ſcrub 
Aſſemble to prate at the Tacobin Club; 
Tis here in full fervoitr Hes reigns, 
Ferments in the blood, and ſtill maddens their brains; 
"Twas told that FayETTE, grown as proud as a lord, 
Hither marches in haſte to give peace by his ſword. — 
Up ſtarts a bold ruffian, and pledges his head, 
To drag in the general, living or dead ; | 
Firſt he bends to the Chair, with a ſans-culotte bow, 
And the Preſident binds a ſweet wreath round his brow; 
While he pulls out a whetſtone, and ſharpens his knife, 
So the bold La Fayette has ſmall chance for his life! 
N ow he thirfts for the Marquis's blood and. his ſpoils, 
Then his noſegay diſplays, the reward of his toils: 
Yet for chaplets ſo trifling theſe Jacobins jar, 


As our nobles contend for a ribband or ſtar ! 


This club of uſurpers have ſeiz'd the ſtate-helm, 
And their poiſonous tenets convey thro? the realm; 


Subordinate 


+ 8 
| Subordinate juntos, thro? each town and village, 
Their orders obey to raiſe troops, and to . 
And ſwear the Convention ſhall always refuſe, 
As a mark of ſubmiſſion, to kils Brunſwic's ſhoes. 
Thus at Paris, the Jacobins rule on the ſpot, 
And ſend fraternis'd chiefs to each turbulent cot, 
Who firſt give the ſignal to fight and to rob, 
Then obey the commands and the freaks of the mob; 
So the thick and cone on an equalis'd plan, : 

Prove what may be done by reciprocal man. 
From the nerves of the brain our ſenſations thus flow, 
Deſcend thro? the body, and reach to the toe, 

Then low-born perceptions the ſummit attain, 
As a ſeratch on the toe gives a ſmart to the brain : 
With this ſimile pat, my firſt letter I end, 


And ſo I remain your affeRionate friend. 
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Paris, Auguſt 30, 1792. 


Mow! Dieu! what a riot, the people now reigns, 
They're as ſaucy as Britons, and fling off their chains; 
All bold and ere, every ruffian we meet, 

And the coachmen i in tremors, ſcarce trot thro? the ſtreet; 
With a flouriſhing whip, once they gallop'd along, 
And cruſh'd out the ſouls of the inſolent throng; 

To fracture a leg, was but reckon'd a joke, 

While the chariot was whirling thro' foam, and thro'ſmoke; 
How delightfully ſhrill the vile porters would bawl, | 
Astheir guts were ſqueez*dout, tho” they crept to the * 
And the ſimpering beaux, with a grace, and an air, 
Said, the ſtreets are too narrow —why would they be 
But now the canaille plead the freedom of man, 


And the more is the pity, cries Mallet du Pan *. 


» « Aſk the porter in the ſtreet, who was formerly ſqueezed between 
the coach wheel and the wall, if be is ſorry, that the coach and he who 
rode in it are both vaniſhed.” Page 73- Conſideration on the French 
Revolution, tranſlated from the French of M. Mallet du Pan. | 


All 
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All order is loſt, no diſtinctions remain, 
Croſſes, ribbands, and titles no rev'rence obtain ; 

Vet theſe innovators, whoſe crimes I deteſt, - 

Say mortals are equal, the beſt are the belt ; 

In ſomethings they're equal, as ev'ry one knows, 
Each man has two arms, two legs, and one nole ; 
And of the ſame blood is the poi/ſarde and madam, 
If we fooliſhly wander to Eve, and to Adam; 

| But who can c'er doubt, where nobility ſhines, 
That the blood in its courſe, both ferments and refines 7 

Impregnate with virtue, it ſplendidly flows, 

That from the ſame ſource it congenially roſe ; 

So parſnips and carats a ſpirit produce, 

But the flavour and ſtrength are confin'd to the juice; 
Tho' meteors from dunghills with luſtre * 
Is the filth left behind like the flame in the ſkies? 

As the bloſſoms and fruit —the ſweet nobles we ſee, 
Like the clod, the mere vulgar ſhould nouriſh the tree; 
Compte, Prince, and Marquis, are ſomewhat divine, 85 
And the multitude ſure little better chan ſwine: 

Then 
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Then on this great topic, let's have no more babble, 


For the nobles are nobles, the people are rabble. 


The hots no longer in ſplendour appear, 
For alas! they're reduced to five hundred a-year; 
The wicked now ſcoff, as Chriſt's vicars approach, 
As they*ve loſt all reſpect with their footmen and coach; 
And the poor now retort with a ſly ſneer and laughter, 
The worſe your lot now —you'll be better hereafter. 
Chaſte Nuns in their cloyſters no longer will tarry, 
Nor like angels count beads, but like carnal jades marry: 
With no Matzns, no Veſpers their ſorrow prolong, 


But their ſentiments ſpeak in this amorous ſong : 


THE NUN'S. SONG. 


NO more we'll celebrate the Mass 
With Abbeſſes and Friars ; 
| But all our future moments paſs 


In ſoothing ſoft deſires! 
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Jo nuptial bliſs we'll now aſpire, 
And beauty's triumph ſhew, | 
While beam our eyes with youthful fire, 


While yet our boſoms glow, 


To Venus, and the winged Boy, 


We'll conſecrate our lives; 
| Chaſte Nuns ſhall feel a double joy, 


As mothers and as wives, 


Alas! what a change in the clergy of late, 

No more will they model, and govern the ſtate ; 
No more“ &en the name of the people eraſe, 

And ele to the crown by their own ſpecial grace; 

No more to a king in their loyalty turn, | 

And beg each heretical ' monſter to burn ; 

From chriſtian affection they'd torture his frame, 
And inſpire him with grace, and new lifefromthe flame; 
A frog thus our curious Anatomiſts chop, 

Lay bare his fine nerves, his elaſtic limbs lop, 
Till he dies all convulſed in ſad muſcular ſtrife, 
Then they grant him a wond'rous reverſion of life; 


By 


* 


3 

By electrical ſparks all his functions reſtore, 

And the croaker ſoon vibrates, and jumps as before *. 
But ſtill to the Prieſts of dear Albion I ftray, 

And paſſroe obedience inſpires the fond lay; 

Which they piouſly preach, while their hands they uplift, 
: Abjuring the tenets of Parr and of SwirT': 

| Thoſe lights of the Church, how they oloriouſly ſhine, 
While Hoxs:v in Kings ſpies out ſomewhat divine! 
As Ulyſſes infpir'd ſaw Gods in diſguiſe , 
Tho- Aﬀes and Owls in an Infidel's eyes; 

And hence on the Prelate, grace ſheds a new light, 

As a glaſs Achromatic g + illumines the night: 

Celeſtial his ken, beyond dim reaſon's mark, 

For a Prieſt like a cat can ſee beſt in the dark; 

This leads him of myſtical ſecrets to tell, 


As ſtars loft 1 in the ſky, may be found in a well. 


Experiments on Animal Electricity by Euſcbius Valli, M. D. 
+ Homer. 

+ Called the Night-Teleſcope. | Ko: 
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What haraſſing duties their Lordſhips can bear, 


While they vote as they're bid — or compole a fine 
wi.” Fl. pray'r 1 


Hear PoRx TE Us exclaim; * Could the envious but ſee, 


Their heart-felt afflictions, they ſoon would agree, 
That coaches, emoluments, titles, and plate, 


AZ — * © | 
Are but trifling douceurs to alleviate their ſtate ; 
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| While the dire apprehenſions they ſcarcely can bear, 


Leſt the ſouls ſhould be loſt, they have had in their care; 
This mars all their pleaſures, deprives them of reſt, 
And with diſmal forebodings diſtreſſes their breaſt;”* 
On the bench, for our fins, how the pious tear drops, 
Where they nod like black Turkey-cocks hung with red 


chops. | 


Thro' the peaſants, rebellion her venom has ſpread, 


And the wholeſome coercion of juſtice is fled ; 


* See Dr. Porteus's Sermon, preached at the funeral of Archbiſhop. 
Secker. | 2 


And 


Te} 


ncontroll'd every farmer, nay cottager runs, 


To range o'er the fields with his dogs and his guns: 
And cach ploughman exults, and triumphantly bears, 


To his children and wife, the plump pheaſants and hares; 


: Tho” once if he dar'd thus to ſport and to dally, 


He had tug 'd for his life i in the king's royal galley : 

O ne'er may ſuch freedom i in Britain prevail, 
5 May the Squire ſtill commit to the hulks, or the jail, 
The felons, who dare e'en to throw a ſly glance, 
On apartridge or hare that's bebe ght over from France“. 

And leſt poachers ſhould ever eſcape from his fury, 
Impriſon wed wig without judges or jury. 
May our Lords and our Commons aſſociate together, 

| And Join in this cauſe like birds 4 a feather ; 

To enforce the game laws, may they always aſſemble, 


Informers to cheriſh, make yeomen to tremble. 


Here the peaſant affects to be chearful and blythe, 


Tho' he works at no corvẽe, nor pays any tythe ; 


* See the Advertise of he Noblemen and Gentlemen afſociated 


| for the Preſervati on n of the Game, | | 
| a He's 
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He's a Citizen call'd, by this title fo fine,. 
He eats his own bread, and enjoys his own wine; 
And this maxim flagitious he ventures ta broach, 

That be'll now drive his cart, cheek by jowl with a coach; 
And as mortals are equal by nature and birth, 
That we all have a Claim to a ſlice of the earth, 
Tho' Ariſtocrates their own purpoſe to ferve, : 
Would ſurfeit and riot, when millions they ſtarve. 
Ah curs'd be ſuch maxims, ſhall monarchy bow, 
And man claim a right to the ſueat of his brow? 
Shall thrones be revers'd by ſuch apothegms ſcurvy 
That our ſyſtem will ſhake, till it's quite topſy turvy. 


till I mourn, and exclaim what diſaſters J ſee, 

| For pleaſure is fled with all laughter and glee; 

Here the rough ſons of Britain were taught the ſoft glance, 
And imbib'd the allegiance, and maxims of France ; 
To ſpurn the mere vulgar, to bow with ſome grace, 


And beg at St. James's a title or place. 


With 


La. 
Now ſaucy viragoes triumphantly ride 
| With a belt o'er the ſhoulder, and fword by the fide; 
Of Freedom and France with much ſaucineſs prate, 


And encourage their children to fight for the ſtate; 


They all are be- ſoldier d, no citizen's idle, 

As ſome hold the muſquet, and others the bridle 

Clad in blue (without buff), but the poor tatter'd tyke, 
Who can't purchaſe a gun, ſtruts along with a pyke. 

| Poſtillions and Carters, moſt civilly greet, 

. And beſtow on each other cockades in the ſtreet ; 
But no filk one's allow d on Egalitè's plan, 


As a worſted cockide marks the level of man. 


Here the Graces no longer friſk, frolic, ang ſmile, 
No more will gay Paris all Europe beguile ; 

Nor enchant her wild Youth both by love and by play, 
And inebriate their ſouls at a Pelit ſouper: 

For love was enhane'd by the muſical ſtrain, 
And the fair were Calypſos, in wit and champaign ; 
Our beauties to pleaſe, as my lays dance along, 
I, gladly tranſlate a ſhort amorous ſong : 


LUCINDA 


3 


LUCINDA boaſts a charm divine, 
By love's enchanting grace ; 
On me her eyes benignly ſhine, 


While bluſhes paint her face; TE 


She claſps me to her panting breaſt, 
Pleas'd with th' impaſſion'd ftrife ; 
Then ſooths my amorous woes to reſt, 


And cheers the gloom of lite, 


The glow-Worm's tail thus ſheds a light, 
To guide her lover's way; +» 
For him illumes the dreary night, 


And gilds the thorny ſpray. 


Thus the glow of dear ſentiment bright'ned the face, 


And beauty from faſhion deriv'd a new grace; 


Senſation was taught mental feelings to prize, 


And the wiſh of the heart gave a tongue to the eyes; 


Sweetly 


LS 1 

Sweetly throb'd with emotion the ſenſitive breaſt. 
As myrtle deliciouſly breathes, when its preſs d. a; 
Social taſte gave the ton, ſped the bleſſings of life, | 
And every man courted another man's wife: | 
Thus friends were attach'dby the charms of each woman, 
As the primitive chriſtians had all things in common. 
Love ſpread her gauze veil, and became more refin d, 
And the joys of the ſenſe were impreſs'd on the mind: 
So the painters bright tints we with rapture admire, 
When enamel'd they ſhine, and are fix'd by the fire. 

The fair took from books what was decent and fit, 
Hence the flavour and zeſt of their delicate wit: 
Thus, from iſlands of ſpice, zephyrs flauntingly bear 


The ſweets that they ſteal, and perfume the whole air. 


Here the pretty Bourgeoiſe, dreſt in ſmiles and in 


charms, 

Oft ogled the courtier, and flew to his arms ; 
And a 1 de cachet ſecur'd them their bliſs, 
For the ſpouſe was baſti''d, and ſaw nothing amiſs. 
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What a delicate trait of the courtier and wife, 


To ſave the poor cuckold from conjugal ſtrife ! 
But alas! all theſe pretty manceuvres are o'er ; - 
True politeneſs is fled, —the Baſtile is no more? 
When /etlers de cachet were fign'd, and were ready, 


They kept millions ſubmiſſive, and government Ready 3 


And Mam Pompadour by ſo a lenient a law *, 


The culprit reform'd, by bread, water, and ſtrav. 


At her concert, Tartini play'd hy-der-um diddle, 


And Diderot ſmeer'd at the twang of his fiddle ; 


But it coſt him full dear; in a cell he Tay low, 


Till Peccavi he cry*d to the Prince of the bow. 


Thus the chains of reſpect were ne'er driven aſunder, 


And the ann of Verſailles ſtir'd up envy and wonder, 


No more from each Province will fair ladies trudge, 


To ſolicit their ſuit, SI enrapture the judge ; ; 


So the rigour of juſtice was ſolten' d by love, 

And the harpy of ſtrife took the form of a dove : 1 
The ſpirit of chivalry reign d ver che laws, 

When the glances of beauty decided the cauſe. 


* Rouſſeau's Confeſſions, Vol. III. p. 220. 


But 
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But Gallia is ruin'd, and chivalry dead, 


And the glory of Europe for ever is led; 


Proud Freedom in fervitude lately we ſaw, 


Bnt now, ſex and rank are enſlav'd by the law; 


The grace of life's gone which came hither unbought, 


Of heroes the nurſe, and of ev'ry brighi thought : 
Ho chaſte the men's honour! a ſtain was a ſcar, 
But no lady was ſcratch'd in this chivalry war; 


Vice loſt all its groſsneſs, became pure and fine, 


And to virtue was chang'd by a poliſh divine; 
As water polluted, and foul to the fight, 
By filt'ring, again runs pellucid and bright. 


So * Cassavi's roots a dire venom contain, 


Squeeze out the groſs juice, andyouſqueezeout the bane; 
For this logic perſuaſive, no merit I claim, 
 EpxuxD proves vice and virtue ſublimely the fame: 


His culogium, our own native trinity tells, 


Tho Oxford refuſes her Cap; without bells 1 
To France and rebellion I now bid adieu, 


On Heſperia's fiweet plain, I'll again write to you. 


* Johnſon 2, Dictionary. 
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ALAS ! Who'd have thought it—the Pruſſians one 


| night, He 
With Fred the illum'd have ſkulk'd off in a fright! 


He's ſhamefully gone, for che drums would'nt beat, 


5 As his Uncle had bid them, ne' er tap a retreat; 


The Peaſants are dup d, and with anguiſh they weep, : 


And beg he'd come back to account for their ſheep. ; 


1 Some ſay th that his Soldiers were melted to jelly 
| | By cating of grapes, that cathartic'd the belly. 
| | As a Corps of vile Doctors were ſent at full gallop, 


Thro' Alſace to ſprinkle the Vineyards with jalap ; 
But the baſe Sans Culoltes here exultingly boaſt, 

How the Monarch was ſcar'd by his uncle's grim ghoſt ; 
That he trembled and ſhook, like the Jew—royal Saul, 
When the old Witch of Endor foretold the King's fall; 
11 In ſuch haſte the next morning he wiſh'd to retire, 
That he left fifty reg'ments ſtuck faſt in the mire, 


| | | And now the Comedians exultingly ling, 


A ſhabby Duct, to enrage the good King. 


DUET, 
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DUE. 


FED ERIC THE GREAT, 


FROM Tartarus I come Fred, 

| And fain again would rule; 

| Prufſia's fame, and Glory's fled, 

And you're a vapouring fool: 

My hard-earn'd treaſures fly, 
To feed French Jades and Apes; 

Without a wound my Soldiers die, 


By cating jalap* d Grapes. 


 FrEDERIC THE THIRD. 


PERTURBED ſpirit reſt, 
You gorg*d yourſelf on earth, 
With blood, and wine, and j Je, 
Then leave us to our miriÞ, 


Il 
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I'll ſtrip rebellious Poles, | 
And kiſs bold Kate of Ruſſia ; 


Pl hang the French, and damn their ſouls, 


And riſe the Pope of Pruſſia. 


LETTERS 


PART SECOND. 


LETTERS 


FROM 


ITALY 


SA LEE MAGNA ZFARENS FRUGUM: 
 SATURNIA TELLUS | 
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EEE Navember goth, 1792. 
If 'M loſt in amaze on this claſſical ground, 
Midſt the tombs of Antiquity ſcatter'd around 

Aſſociation's dear charms with new beauties ariſe, 


Enrapturing the heart, and delighting the eyes : 


- Where ſweet Tully harangu'd with moſt lofty decorum, 


| To the people aſſembled, and ſqueez'd in the forum; 
Here the Ox loudly bellows, re-echoes the Swine, 
V et he tickles our ears with his Speeches divine ; 
And in the minds“ eye, we till ſee him ſtand, 
Declaiming, and joking, and waving his hand; 
As drunken Antonius, he ſharply rebuk'd, 
And told on the bench, how he hickup'd and puk'dt: 
Till Fulvia enrag'd by ſuch cynical ſneers, 
Thruſt her aw! thro' his tongue, and cutoff headand ears. 
The next ſcenic ſpot did enchantingly ſuit us, 
Where we ſaw Cæſar fall by his ſon Marcus-Brutus! 
And You too my baſtard he ſcornfully cry'd, 
| Tuck'd his robe round his rump, and moſt den dy'd. 


* The 8 which i is now the Smithfield of Rome. 
+ Cicero's s Philippics | 


1 

Now, thro” this deluſion, we're led by a charm, 

To pry, and to peep into — Horace's farm; 

We ſee his ſnug houſe, and his endive plants nigh, 

Where now, ſmokes a dung-hill — next door to a ſtye. 

With a Gul of the Town , there he waddled along, | 

And got drunk ſtor dinner, and con'd a new „ * 

In Winter, his Chloe heaped logs on the fire, 

And ſung wanton ſongs, while he thrum'd on the lyre; 

Here his Odes he indited, or penn'd his grave letters, 
And ſtill ſup'd at home, if not aſk'd by his betters ; 

gBut a card from Mecœnas — then frolic and gay, 


He top'd like a Satyr, and laugh'd the whole day. 
Now in Virgil's ſmall hut, with due pathos we peep, 
Where he tended his goats, cur'd the rot in his ſheep ; 


17 Si nuſquam es forte Vocatus 
Ad Cœnam — | 


— Juſſerit ad ſe 


4 Ma cenas ſerum ſub lumina prima venire 


Convivam, &c, | 
Lib, 2. Sat. 2. 


Then 


as 3 5 
Then commenc'da Horſe-Dodtor, andas he grew bolder, 
Sung Troy, Prince CEneas, and Dad on his ſhoulder: 
Auguſtus cry'd bravo ! he ſings well of quarrels, 
I Il give him ſome cabbage to plant with his laurels ; 
His ballad on Ploughing, no time will efface, 


For he ſcatter's his dung vith an air, and a grace. 


There ſtands the Pantheon defying Jove's thunders, 
*The World $ aſtonied ; ;—and Rome even wonders! 
With its Doric s ſo ſtout, and Jonic's ſo thin, 
And a hole in the top, juſt to let che light in: 
At its dome pitch” d ſo high, with what rapture v we ſtare, 
Like a pot without cover. lid, glew'd to the air: 
i Here the Gods of the Earth, were as pris' ners detain'd 
And to chock their deſertion, were hand- cuff'd = 
chain'd : | 
Yet they got a Diploma, to ſoften their doom, 


That as naturaliz'd Gods, they might practice at Rome. 


# The World's juft wonder, and even thine O Rome ! 


L 6 9 
Here Manlius the Hero, who crow'd like a cock, 
When he drove off the Gauls, from his Tarpeian rock 
Was encircled by honour, and high puff'd by fame, — 
For the Sceptre of Tarquin, he then puſh'd his claim; — 
Tho- He alk” d for his brilliant exploits but a Crown, | 


Yet the knaves from the precipice tumbled him down! 


So, the bravoes of F rance , who 727 in and rob, 


Stout Orleans arreſted, and ſmack d off his nob; | 
And Fouchardt baſtil'd, till they rung his ding dong, 
Still he play'd on the fiddle, and ſung his death ſong. 
But with anger indignant, the Muſe ſtrikes the lyre, 
When ſhe ſees Virtue, Genius, with BAILL1 expire; a 
Where his noble career, Balssor gloriouſſy ends, 
Who died for his Country, and died with his friends; 3 
What higher eulogium to him, can I raiſe, 

Than Loughborough' $ walice, and Lauderdale 8 praiſe! 


The reader will excuſe A few anachroniſins, as ſome additions | 


have been made to the original letters. 


+ Mourir n'eſt rein—Air in the Deſerter, which Houchard con- 5 


ſtantly ſung to the fiddle, during his confinement, 


Now 


© 
Nov for Statues, each cranny 1 curious explore, 
Tho? at Florence v, the Harlot of Mars I adore; 9 
There wantons the chiſſel, in bluſkes and wiſhes, 


And ſwells the red lip with the pout of kind kiſſes ; 


How modeſt her glance, with her eye-lids up-liftt, IS. ö 
While ſhe ſeems as if looking about for har thiles | 
: She ſpreads forth her fingers, a ſcreen to her breaſt, 
And her ſmile juſt exprefſes—You ſee I'm not dreſt! 
But I'm waiting for Mars, and I care not a jot, ; 


I'm Venus, fans Jupon, and he's jans-culotte : 
You may look if you pleaſe I'm not Pallas the prude⸗ 


Cupid ſtole off my zone, and you ſee I'm quite nude. 


Apollo, here raptures the keen glancing fair, 
who worſhip his Godſhip y*clip'd Belvidere! 
He ſtrikes the ſublime 3 the liver and marrow, 
As he throws back his bow, and di ſpatches an arrow; 
The ves of Medicis, 
+ For Uplifted—Miltone 8 
ä O ſee 
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O ſee how the Python, a Deity trims, 
Hoy jolly his chops, and what ſtrength in his limbs ! 
If Daphne had ſeen him engag'd in this quarrel, 
She ne'er would have bilk” d him, in ſhape of a laurel; 
1 Or had he been in Eden, I firmly believe, 
He'd have pierc'dthe ſnakeSatan, and ſav*d mother Eve: 
Now he ſhines in the ſky, without rival or Peer, 
A lamp to his fiſter, and light's Chariotcer. 
But mark how his Godſhip encircl'd with bays, 
And dreſs'd ike a etch that reprobate flays , 
For M arſyas was drunk, and preſum'd out of whim 
To play on his pipe, and to warble like him; F 
Now he handles his knife with a flouriſhing grace, 
And laughs, as the Satyr diſtorts his wry face; 
Tho? he bellows, and whines, and looks like a Turk, 
| Dan Phœbus with coolneſs goes on with his work : 
Thus Aub'ry* remarks, (cho: ſome Critics may ſmile), 
How Shakeſpeare could ſkin a fat calf in high ſtyle ; 

ER Wiliines Shakeſpear's father was a butter 3 whilohs'wasa boy, 


he exerciſed his father's trade, but when he killed a calf, he w rould do 
it in high ſtyle.“ | 


And 


FEY 
; And hence Commentators exultingly hollo, 


* Onr Shakeſpeare's a God, as well as Apollo nk 


Yet ſome think Coreggio, by one ſingle piece, 
Has exalted his bruſh, o'er the Artiſts of Greece ; 
Where Mary and Joſeph reſt under a palm, 

Mary ſuckles the babe, while ſhe's chanting a pſalmm; 
So chopping a boy, at a nipple ne er ſeen, 
Tho ſcarce a year old, he appears as thirteen ; 
Luſcious dates from the tree, as the kind Joſeph flings, 
Mary dips i in her jug, where the cool water ſprings ; 
A group of Celeſtials, expreſs their ; amaze, 
| While one holds the Als, and invites him 10 graze; 
Elſe ie in a frolic might wantonly ſtrays 


If this Iky-livery'd groom hadn't been 1 in this way. 


7 But the ſons of the chiſſel would {wear they ſurpaſs us, 
If once they ſaw Raphael's diſplay of Pi 7 
The Muſes ſing ballads, the God in the middle. 

, Scrapes out _ all tune, for he ſcrapes 0 on the fiddle ; 


Homer 


1 
Homer ſwears that his Godſhip has loſt all his fire, 
And Virgil crys, zounds|! what's become of his lyre. 
Arioſto and Dante are laviſh of jeers; 

And Taſſo runs off, with his thumbs in his ears. 
To expiate his crime, how can Raphael ere hope 
Who befiddles Apollo, to pleaſe an old Pope ? 
But to pictures and ſtatues, I now bid adieu, 


Tho' you ſee with what taſte I can write on Virtu! 


[4 ] 
Rome, December 250% 1792. 


You aſk me dear - Sond to enliven my Song, 
By cranſeribing my notes, as I travell d along: ; 


Ere I give to my fancy poetical ſcope; 


And an Anti- Chriſt paint, whom we here call a Pope. 
At Venice how pleas'd where I reliſh' d the jeers, 


Of thoſe muſical Sailors, the gay Gondoliers; 


n 2 
Dr 


Who in ſtrains moſt melodious, moſt ſweetly ee 
Taſſo 5 amorous ſtrains i in their black floating hearſe: 


Vet our Boatmen of Thames never deign to diſplay, 


Ty : Their taſte by reciting from Milton, or Gray ; 


Becauſe Britiſh Ladies intrigue in their houſes, 
And neer ail in barges uncumber'd with ſpouſes, 
Thro' the Gondola, Cupid his arrows diſpatches, 

Mid Seignors and Seignoras coop*d under hatches ; 
Who in the ſhort pauſes of mutual delight, 

Hear the pilots of Love ſerenading all night; 

And tuning the Voice, as the bark moves along, 

| Keep time to the daſh of their Oars with this Song: 

| G .: - SON * 
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SONG. 
| LET us chant our Seignoras to hail, 
No Gondolier ſleeps, or is ſtupid; 
The favourites of Venus here ſail, 
And We are the Sailors of Cupid. 


All night our ſoft Beauties may boat, 
| To ſport and enjoy their ſweet fun ; 
They may do what they pleaſe while hs "A 
And go home with the light of the Sun. 


How flow with 155 Spouſe the lay ſteals, 
T_ nd hile ſhe pants for the joys of the night ; 
Tor a favour the Ciciſbe' kneels, 


Nor uſurps like a Huſband his right. 


See Venice the Queen of the '_ 
Bids the avis round her palaces twine ; 
| | And to Venus ſhe's warmly ally'd, 
ö Ast they both ſtarted up from the brine, 
Here 
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Here the Goddeſs preſides, and Aill bills like a dove; 
And ev'ry ſenſation i is wound up to love; "Bos. 

Strange tories about this mad paſſion they tell us, 
And make nothing of killing, whenever they're jealous; 
Th' aſſaſſin aſylums himſelf in the Church, 

And we ſee him in every fine portico 5 

Where he prays like a Saint, and Jevourdyi Gig pſalms, 
And piouſly lives on donations, and alms; 45 
With a ſanQtify'd phiz, ſtruts about a fly fryar, 

Who for killing his Miſtreſs was forc'd to retire ; 

As the Convent all ſwore, ſhe was kind to another, 
And her favours deny'd to their innocent brother : 
The Saint in a rage had recourſe to his knife, 
And ſtab'd in the Church, where he now paſs'd his life ; ; 
| May her Sons always cheriſh this Catholic hope, 

To 2 from the Devil, as well a as the Rope. 


Let Venus continue her Florence to grace, 
And the Duke to improve the Police of the place; 
G 2 | As 
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As his Highneſs by innate ſagacity led 
To equality, levels all folk—when they're dead.” 


| | Monſeignor and Seignora, from'life when they park, 
With beggars are group'd in the funeral cart ; 


The Prieſt gives a paſs to each penitent Soul, 


And their bodies are flung into one common hole; 
His Highneſs commands - no diſtinctions are made, 
Between the ſweet Virgin, and frouſy old Jade. 

In vain their hard fate, fooliſh mother's deplore, 


And with horror behold the cram'd hearſe at the door. 


For weeping they long to ſtrew flowers o'er the bier, 


As if even in Death, we felt ſympathy's tear: 
But Le pold moſt wiſely with Machr vel art, 
This innate deluſion has pluck'd from the heart; 
How goldlike his aim, thus to equaliſe Slaves, 


And their Freedom reſtore in Republican graves ! 


How happy the realms, where ſuch potentates reign, 


Like Tuſcany's Duke or the Sovereign of Spain; 


No : 
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= No ſaucy reſtrictions &re limit his will, 

Nor prevent a diſplay of his Majeſty” s {kill ; 

O come, gentle Muſe, and with triumph relate, 

How from ruin, he recently ſav'd the whole State ; 

As a fever expanded Mortality's gloom, 

And every day, thouſands had ſwept to the tomb; 
He juſtly conceiv*d—in his ſage royal thought, 

That the Peſtilence ſpread, thro' the Doctors own fault-; 
„For as diff rent Specifics they choſe to convey, 

The Malady ne'er was attack'd in one way ; 

And therefore, this ſcepter'd phyſician of ſtate, 
Aſſembled his Council (no room for debate); 

And one Recipe read, to be us'd without fail, 

By all Doctors in Spain, or be lodg d in a jail. 

There with robbers and felons the ſame lot endure, 
And they richly deſerv'd it, like PALMER and Muir! 
But the Leeches preſerib d without any objection, 


: And the Lord's own anointed thus ſtop'd the infection. 


Some Saint ſure endu'd him with this healing grace, 


WaRrREN ne'er could have hit ſuch a critical caſe. 


Philadelphia 


E 
Philadelphia now mourns, and her paſſing bells ring, 


She might have been ſay'd—but ſhe threw off a King! 


At Pavia, a ſingular cuſtom prevails, 
To proted che poor debtor from bailiffs, and Jails ; 1 
He diſcharges his ſcore without paying a Jot, 
By ſeating himſelf on a ſtone, Sans Culotte. 
There ſolemnly {wearing, as honeſt men ought, 
That he's poorer than Job, when reduc'd to a groat: 
Yet this naked truth, with ſuch ſtigma diſgraces, 
That the rogue, as on nettles, ſits, making wry faces. 
How ſtrange in ſuch folks to be troubled with ſhame, 
It we paid our debts by performing the ſame ; 
Our Commons and Peers of their ſeat would be proud, 
Take this Oath of conformity, laughing aloud: 
Our Pharoah-bank Ladies would reliſh the jeſt, 
And their honour reſtore by this ludicrous teſt ; 
The free-ſtone from friction would ſoon want repairs, 
As penitent knees wear St. Peter's hard ſtairs, | 
Bui grave ermin'd Sages are july afraid, | 


Fhat free; Ng of debtors would ruin our trade ; 


If 


. 
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Tf eredit's deſtroy*'d, what becomes of the land, 


Could Glory, and War, their dear bleſſings expand; 
Won't the Chancellor ſay—Shall Commerce and Riches 
| Be baniſh'd our Iſle, by untruſſing of breeches ? 
| Then Lord Juſtice Clerk, againſt Littleton quote, 
| So reject Alfred's laws, and the Bill by a vote. 
| 55 
| 


3 Here the ſpruce little Pug-dog in fatneſs remains, * 
Hou ungratefully driv'n from Britain's free plains; 
Kind ladies the dear pretty maſtiff ſo hug, 

While he ſits on their lap, how they dandle the Pug! 
| When William the hero, tho ſeldom viftorious, © 
(And therefore the Paddies {till call him Old Glorious 
Came over moſt zealous to fight for religion, 
Tho! as little he priz'd it as Mahomets pidgeon ; 

He imported theſe bull-dogs, and bade them ſucceed, 
As he did himſclf, to King Charles, and his breeds 
Their footing they gain'd, upon James's diſaſter, 

For they never, like Churchill, deſerted their maſter ; 
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Tho republicans bred, they fill bark'd round the 
throne, > 


And like favourites were fed by a bit and a bene. 


The little black Spaniel was then a rank Tory, 


And indignantly worry'd by Pug in full glory . 


Who was kiſs'd by the biſhops, and dames with a ſmack, 
Till proudly he curl'd his Whig-tail on his back ; 


But when the true Tories again came to ſhine, 


And HoxsLEyY in tyrants found ſomething divine; 


Then Pug the Diflenter embark'd in a huff, 

Elſe his ſkin had been flead, and transform'd to a mult; 
And preſented by B—ke, with a book to the Queen, 
Toprove, hangingof Pugs would give Prieſtly the ſpleen; 


That we 're ripe for rebellion, as Tom Paine has ſaid, 


And we never could thrive, till theſe maſtiffs were dead: 


For elſe, theſe fanatical dogs, out of ſpite, 


Might their brethren infett by a Jacobine bite: 


And M', what a tragical ſcene would enſue, 


Since, ſtill their anarchical ſcheme to purſue, 


TOY 
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p Po the choſen ſtate-pack the infection they*d bring, 


| Rad the tag hounds of Windſor might turn on the King, 

As good Prince Actæon, ſays Ovid canorous, 

Was torn by his Jacobin dogs in full Chorus. 

I) be taſte here for gardens deſcription defies, 

| As the mould. black and duſty 1s blown in your eyes; 
Over the graſs parch'd and blaſted, no rivulets ſpread, 

But are {quirted from trees caſt i in iron or r lead. 

| The warblers of Nature flit off o on the wing, 

Leſt theirlove ſhould be prun'd,—to inſtruct them to ſing; 

For ſongſlers and flutes are prepar- d the ſame way, 

They” re ſcoop d, and they're : trim'd, till they pour the 

feet lay. 

In tubs cram'd with dirt, drooping flow'rets appear, , 

And a pound, vr a paddock, encircles the deer. 

For rural delights, thro” the alleys we run, 

And are blinded by ſand, or beſcorch'd by the ſun. 
No arbour, no ſhade, and no verdure is ſeen, 

For the trees and the turf are all colours but green, 
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„ Here the Saints of the rubric are planted in rows, 
St. 1 in box, takes Old N ick, by che noſe; 

4 SUSANNAH in holly, reſiſts the attack, 

|: ; | And the Elders, in willow, are laid on their back ; 

Father Adam, in fir, lives in evergreen pride, 
And med in myrtle, Eve peeps from his ſide. 
The venomous yew Sarah's jealouſy ſhows, 


And the ſenſitive plant Hagar's feelings diſcloſe; 


; k F There Judith ſtill ſhakes Holophernes's head, 
j While the cypreſs diſplays how the heroine ſped ; | | 
( Father N oah is ſhap'd from his dcarly- lov'd vine; | \ 
| Lots daughters in ivy their — entwine; ! 
[ Tbe hawthorn aſpires Jacl's deed to explain, 5 | 
And ſupplies nail and hammer for Siſera's brain. } 
Vegetation in ſorrow, how poorly J ſing ! ö 
I could neer hit a note on a dolorous ſtring; 
Though the pathos, ſublime, I with rapture admire, — | J 
| But I touch on Bnacanza,—lo lay down my lyre. 
| 
| = wo. 4 
| 
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* February 14th, 1793. 


Two facts are alledg'd, and they? re ſtrong ones, 


: you' 'Il own, 
Why ſunſhine and virtue here ſettled their throne ; 


As none for their crimes by the rope e' er expire, 


And the chimneys are ſeldom polluted with fire : 


Yet people are ſtab'd in each ſtreet, as I'm told, 


Andi in this genial climate, I'm ſhiv'ring with cold. 


If a lady looks chill, the ſoft Ciciſbe- begs, 


To convey ſome hot embers, between her fair legs; 


From the fuming expanſion ſhe feels a fine glow, 


As it gradually ſpreads from her hip to her toe; 


And as vapours aſcend from their primitive place, 


They cheriſh the hands, ſhed a bluſh on the face; 


For a bluſh is'nt otherwiſe quite a-/a-mode, 


And it's only by charcoal that colour's beltow'd. 


5 Pray what is this rouge, but the ſign of a fault, 


When the blood raſhly mounts, to reveal the ſly thought: 
Ss „ „ But 
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But Italia's free dames by their converſe ſo gay. 


Have baniſh” d moſt juſtly this traytor away : 

The double entendre, with them's a prim W | 

Like their nn, ideas are perfectly nude ; 

Hence Ladies we ſee, who delightfully roam, 

In this ſweet Cyprian clime, are ſo knowing at home: ; 
They deſcribe every part of a ſtatue with glee, 

And adjuſt the proportion of noſe, and of knee : 
With eyes ſo inform'd they examine the beaux, 


As if they would meaſure them quite thro? their cloaths ; 


* Peace to good Taylor's ſoul, ah how little he weens, 


That Miſs can diſtinguiſh—ere come to her teens! 


Hence her nuptial perceptions we juſtly admire, 


And her fancy phoſphoric, that's almoſt on fire ; 


So inflam'd by warm novels, and amorous plays, 


Like the marſh'd rich ſtream, ev'ry ſpark make it blaze. 


But I ſhouldnt forget a ridiculous ſtory 
Of a Lady, and Signore Improviſator: ; 

* « Virgins muſt contend for a ſingular modeſty ; whoſe firſt part 
muſt be an ignorance in the diſtinction of ſexes,” Po Taylor' $ * | 


Living, page 78- LS 
When 


 F'S3 
When the pretty Ingleſe had repleniſh? da cup. 
Of tea for the bard—ere he taſted a ſup; 


Wich a foft melting voice, he began to rehearſe, 


WWW Fair, in his delicate verſe; 


And his ſplendid invention, and genius you'll ſee, 
As the Lady is prais'd thro? the medium of tea: 

N 0 1deas diſturb the ſmooth flow of his ſong, 
Like a ſtream without pebbles it ambles along. 5 
It's a medley melodious, compos'd in a W 
Juſt to tickle the 2 and not reach to the brain: 
But I vainly attempt ſuch ſoft notes to transfuſe, 


Since like Ather, they fly, and eſcape from my Mule. 


 IMPROVISO. 


WHEN the bitter tea I ſip, 

Tea that's bitter to the lip; 
Yet receiving it Groks you, : 
Makes it ſweet, and gives it gout. 


Coming 


(4 J 
Coming from your fair white hand, 
Makes it ſoft, and makes it bland. . 
That white hand which Kings might kiſs, 
Prelude dear to future bliſs ; 
Since the happy lovertrips; 
From the finger to the lips ; 
Lips that ſhame the roſes bloom, 
Both in colour and perfume. 
Lips from which ſuch accents fall, 
As mult win the hearts of all. 
Accents breathing wit and fire, 
Kindling chaſte, yet warm defire ; 
Accents match'd with ſuch a face, 
Such an air, and ſuch a grace; 
As muſt raviſh every heart, 
Run like life through every part; 
Did not Juno's lofty air, 
(Seldom found in any fair) 
Did not Pallas' lofty mien, | 
| Pallas, War's, and Wiſdom's Queen; 


Did 
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8 Did n not t Dian” 8 Virgin fear, 
Check the free, and wanton leer ; 
Which like Venus you excite, 
Venus Goddeſs of delight; 

Venus who fo ſweetly reigns, | 

On the flowery Cuprian plains ; 

Coddeſs of exſtatic joy, 

Mother of the winged boy; 

Mars' 8 miſtreſs, Vulcan's wite, 

Emblem of connubial life. 

Shewing thus the roſeate way, 

How the Fair may ſweetly ſtray : 

And devote their blooming charms, 

HO & Ciciſbeo? s arms. 

Vet you mun this dear example, 
Giving us no common ſample; 

How a beauty muſt combine, 

All the attributes divine; 

And ſingly in her perſon bear, 

What Juno, Pallas, Dian, ſhare , 


Or like others you would ſtray, 
Yield yourſelf a tempting prey ; 
Like thoſe who boaſt a pretty face, 
Venus' air, and Venus grace: 
Nor have that ſuperior ſenſe 
Of Chaſtity, and excellence; 
Which three Goddeſſes divine, 
Bid around your perſon ſhine, 


O give me another Good Friday to ſtare, 


At St. Peter's bright lamps, as they gleam thro the air; 


In the ſhape of a croſs, they illumine the night, 
And fill every penitent ſoul with delight ; 


As they humbly advance their poor bodies to ſlaſh, 
With a cord round the waiſt, like an officer's ſaſh ; 


Then to the high Altar devoutly they caper, 
Kiſs a Crucifix kneeling, and brandiſh a taper; ; 
And then to aſtoniſh the ſoul with ſurpriſe, 


Three miraculous wonders are held to their eyes; 
5 | But 


[+ 


: But to paint them i in rhime might be reckon'd profane, 
So let Gravy to St. EpmunD and HORSLEY explain®, 


"Mid the people, theſe relics ſtir up a commotion, 


While the pavement they kiſs, thump their breaſt with 


© devotion: 
But in a ſide chapel expos'd to our view, 
Twelve lachrymal ſinners their paſtime purſue ; 
Their ſhoulders and waiſt they moſt piouſly ſtrip, 
Then, to expiate their crimes, the rebellious fleſh whip; 
How dearly they pay for their frailties and fins, 
While the red and white ſtreaks ſo moſaic their ſkins ; ; 
If the blood hadn't come, I could ſafely have ſworn, 
That red Jackets they wore, all be-tatter'd and torn ; 

3 Fryar or Prieſt would have play'd ſuch a trick ; 

But theſe were Enthuſiaſts, who cut to the quick. 

| Yet this tragical ſcene in a fandtify*d cauſe 


Was received with loud bravoes, and burſt of applauſe ! 


he head of the ff pear that wounded Chrift; St. Veronica's hand- 
kerchief, with the miraculous impreſſion of his face upon it; and a 
piece of the true Croſs,” Maſon's Edition of Gray, Vol. II. p. 114 


* : So 
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So ſtriking a ſight did my paſſions refine, 
That with rapture I knelt at St. Agnes's ſhrine ; 


Where each pretty Ba-lamb moſt gaily appears, 


With ribbands ſtuck round in its tail, and its ears; | 

1 5 4 k F 
On gold-fringed cuſhions they're ſtretch d out to eat, | 
And piouſly ba, and to church-muſic cleat ; i 


Yet to me, they ſeem crying-—alack, and alas! 

What's all this white damaſk to daiſies and graſs! | 

Then they're brought to the Pope, and with tranſport 
they're kiſs'd, 

And receive Conſecration from SanRtity's fiſt: 

To chaſte Nuns he conſigns them, inſtead of heir dams, | 

And aer the F ryars to keep them from rams. 

-In my next, * miraculous facts I'll relate, 5 

With pious reflections on Church and on State. 


SING 
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Rome, 1 15th, 1793. 


Sons eulogiums to him who divinely Pres 
Who to Manna celeſtial the Catholics guides ; ; 

F And i in this vale of tears, often puzzles his head, 
1 To provide his good people with fleſh-meat and bread. 
= His prefett adopts a benignant device, 

To oblige all the farmers to ſell at his price; 

If they will not comply, they muſt home with their grain, 
So he lords o'er the harveſt, and ruins the ſwain. 

Yet the poor ſqualid peaſants ſeen ill at their eaſe, 
Since they cannot diſpoſe of their crops as they pleaſe ; 
In dirt, and in rags, they are conſtantly ſeen, 
And in hovels repine, wretched, filthy and mean; 
Where they ſtarve, tho' they pray with their children 


and wife, 


* 


And hope for a change, when they're rid of this life; 
As amidſt the vine's made, they taſte nothing but woe, | 


And for them, neither grapes, nor the cry grow 
1 The 


(&) 


The Pope here deprives them of comfort and reſt, 


That they may have a chance to be finally bleſt. 


Thro? the Campo Vaccinio, the Preſident roves, 


Where lambs, pigs, and oxen, are crouded in droves ; 
With bullocks, and calves, and their owners to mix, 
And the price of each article graciouſly fix; . 
If they grumble at this, he commands as their Lord, 
To drive off their cattle, and give them the cord /* _ 
This Magiſtrates alſo, the chief of the ſoil, 


And preſides o'er the olives, and ſqueezes the oil; 


F 


Then in ciſterns its ſtor'd, till he properly thinks N 
That! it s fit to be ſold, when it's rank, and it ſtinks ; . 


And if the Proprietor's froward and crols, 


He's impriſon'd and fin'd, and abides by the loſs; 


And hence to eſcape-from-the hazard of jail, 


He profanely thanks God when the olive Crops fail, 5 
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A peculiar ſpecies of mild Eecleſiaſtical puniſhment ; the culprit is 
| hoiſted up by a cord and pulley, and ſuddenly let down; by which his 
joints are diſlocated, and he is often diſabled for life. | 


But 
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But if Epicures wiſh for a delicate bit, 
The Palazza Nuova their palate will hit; 


There the Chamberlain $ Auditor ſtands i in the 68 


The prices of chickens proclaiming aloud ; 
And for nine or ten Bajocs * the penitent wins, 
A remiſſion in full for his manifold fins . | | 

* Thus here and hereafter are balanc'd and even, 


And we're: taught how to _— eggs, pullets, or 


heav'n! 


But Mercy and Juſtice, in union divine, 
Temper Criminal Law, while they awfully ſhine, 


Since exiſtence muſt periſh, it plainly appears, 


That murder can only cut off a few years; 


Then how trifling the crime juſt to haſten the pang, 


And two lives are loſt, when the cut-throat we hang. 
But eee or ſtealing well merits the rack, 
As your 3 or your purſe you can ſeldom get back ; 


And pickpockets, therefore, mult 3 row for their life, 


5 But the convict's releas'd, tho he murder'd his wife! 


* Abajock is a Roman coin, nearly the value of a balfpenny. _ 
„%% | ä 
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The Pontif of Rome * did this maxim — ; 
Who died Anno Domini, Sixty and N ine ; 
That murders len thouſand diſtinguiſhed his reign, 
All Europe he diſtanc'd, and juſtly grew vain, 


No longer ler ſceptics religion diſgrace, 

Heaven ill is propitious to Abraham's race; 

All Rome will atteſt that my ſtory is true, 

As the miracle's prov'd both by Chriſtian and Jew : : 
The zealots aſſembled their daggers to drench 


In the I ſraelites' blood as allies of the French ; 
Z But firſt they proceeded the virgin to bear 


From the Jews, ſacred quarter, with hymns and with 


prayer t; 
Yet, wond'rous to tell, let them do what they will, 
No force could remove her ;—Madonna ſtood till. 
* boos Razzonico. —The reader is referred to a moſt curious and 


authentic account of the Temporal Government of the Pope's State, | 
publiſhed by Johnſon, 1788. 


+ An Extraor: dinary Gazette, with an account of this miracle, pro- 
perly vouched, was publiſhed by the * $ ſy „and diſtributed 


2ratis among the People. 


The 
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| The prieſts all acknowledg'd the ſignal divine, 

When they ſaw her determin'd to ſtay in her ſhrine ; 

The Pope and the Cardinals publiſh'd the caſe, 

How the Virgin celeſtial extended her grace, 

To the Hebrews devoted to part with their lives, 

And commanded the People to give up their knives ; 

At the altar they drop'd them, and pil'd them by dozena, 

When they ſaw the good Virgin ftill favour'd her 
couſins. | 8 8 

I know it's reported, but ſcoffs I deteſt, : 

When acts great and ſacred are turn'd to a jeſt, 

That the Prieſts had receiv'd from the Iſraelite tribe, 

For this ſpecious device, a munificent bribe ; 

And had lily contriv'd every effort ſhould fail, 

Since they faſten'd the image by hook, and by nail; 

Can foch unbelievers for mercy e'er hope, 

Who profanely can doubt an infallible Pope ! | 

Il their faith they with-hold both from Chriſtian and Jew, 

 Catonxs, CaciiosrRo will ſwear, it is true ; 


And 


Since the Doctor is chriſtianis d, St. Bart'lome, 


TY 

And the holy Tribunal; whoſe zeal I admire, 
Will clear up all doub:ings, by faggot and fire; 
This mode is perſuaſive, and ſurely the beſt, - 


It convinces the ſoul, when ſo ardently preſt; 
The truth of the miracle's braided within, 
As a tree never fades, whe! taitow'd on the ths x : 


If this illuſtration appear ſomewhat new, 


Sir O88PH will prove it demonſtrably true. 


May the Catholic Church ſtill with ſplendour arife, 


By this ladder of Jacob, we mount to the ſkies ; 
The ſides are of faith, and the rungs are of hope, 


And it's call'd Lignum Vite, and bleſs'd by the rope: 


Wea Jovs, and his courtiers, he kindly baptizes, | 


Andas Saints, and as uy their Godſhips he prizes ; 


Diana the Hunireſs, new worſhippers wins, 
Who call her St. Ac NES, confeſſing their ſins; 


To the God Exc ULAPIUS, incurables prey, 


Tho- 


. 


Tho? the goddeſs of Antipertuſſis we ſcoff, 


As Madonna dell Teſſa, ſhe opiates a cough ; 
| And hence by our ſage Cicerones we're told, 

That the Antients were ſometimes confin d by a cold; 
And I think the aſſertion we ſcarcely can blanie, 

As the malady muſt have preceded its name: 

If their knowledge i 1s queſtion d, they anſwer with ſcorn, 


Would you chriſten a child, ere its previouſly born? 


At Trajan' s fam'd pillar with wonder I ſtare, 3 
But rejoice that his aſhes no longer are there; 
Wiſe Sixtus devoutly conſider'd the caſe, 

And gave to St. Peter that dignify'd place; 

At the glories of Rome, from its ſummit to peep, 


And fee with delight how the Pope trims his ſheep. 


How juſtly Old Rome, art thou puniſh'd for pride! 
No more on their pillars thy Emperors ſtride ; „ 
N o more in their temples „thy deities nod, | 


A. Saint, or a Martyr, ſucceeds to a God! 
And 


To Negroes and Curs who inherit their name; 


And joyful, the liſt of thy heroes I trace, 
Thy Scipios, thy Cæſars, divinity's race, 


— How vain then is grandeur, how futile is fame ? 
Let us feriouſly pauſe, and conſider theſe things, 


For man's not immortal, and mortal are kings! 


Thro' life's magic lantern, ſince man's myſtic birth, 


Strange things are diſplay*d on this ſtage of the carth ! 


We come up like a flower, like a weed paſs away, 

And move in ſucceſſion ;—cach dog has his day. 
—Let Children and Parents remember this truth, 

It's a comfort to age, and a warning to youth; 

That we all may with cheerfulneſs march to the tomb, | | 
As one generation for t'other makes room; | 


Thus 2 Carriage rolls off, from an Opera, or Play, 


And a ſecond draws up, as the firſt drives away. 


Here the Cardinal's Vicar preſides over morals, 


Both to fliflle domeſtic profaneneſs and quarrels ; 


His 


| 
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His Sandy d Spics are the Cenſors of liſe, 

And often chaſtiſe both the Huſband and Wife ; 

To a bout of correction they're juſtly conſign'd, 
Where they're diſciplin'd often, and cloſely confin'd. 


And, leſt they ſhould paſs in deſpondence their time, 


They ne'er know their accuſers, nor what is their crime! 


The number of Curates is Eighty and two, 
They're the Vicar's Inquiſitors, active and true; 
And often the Fair, tho? a bluſh may ariſe, 

_ Muſt her virtue reſign, as a bribe to the ſpies; 


For as reputation is wiſely her aim, 


She preſerves it the beſt, who preſerves a good name : 


Tho' her Virtue” $ confum d—on her luſtre WC gaze, 


| As like a young Phemx, fame ſprings from the blaze. 


But Charity's bleſſings this Capital grace, 
And fins multitudinous, ſweetly efface; 
Here Charity reigns, I may fairly preſume, 


F rom the legions of Mendicants ſwarming at Rome; 
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As Heliogabalus truly dilplay'd, 


The City's vaſt ſize, from the cobwebs he weigh” d. 
They croud in the Churches, and preſs in the Square, 
When in ruins we dive, the poor beggars are there; 


Still they eat, and they drink, without labour or toil, 


And from them is derived, the haut gout of the ſoil ; 


As cach Palace ſuperb, moſt perceptibly bears, 


The nauſeous pollution, that covers ihe ſtairs ; 


And hence of the Ladies, ſome travellers tell, 


How their ſenſitive organs are ſpoiPd by this ſmell ; 


Since iſe the breath of the as: 4 _ | 
Alas! | who the phy ſical cauſe can 7 

Why all the dear creatures, {o beauteous nd fine, 
Are endu' d with ſo very faſtidious a noſe, 


That they can't bear the ſmell of Carnation or. Roſe ; "FE 


By Lavender Water, they faint and expire, 


And from Beaux that are ſcented with horror retire. 
Are ſenſations too keen, thus converted to pain, 
When the nervous perceptions ſo tickle the brain ; 


That 


— 1 
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That the ſoul can no more her great faculties ply, 


As a fiddle ſtring cracks, when its wound up too high ! 


How vain my attempt Metaphyſics to pierce, 
Then I'll 8550 you a pretty idea in verſe; 
By the Marquis del Breſcia, a youth of fine carts | 
| Who may boalt of his triumphs o'er fair Ladies hearts ; 
Yet I think his Concetto, not perfectly right, . 
As a ſimile's bad, if it is not polite; 
And in Chivalry's reign— but no more it ſurvives, 


Then Women were Angels, as Maidens or Wives. 


SEE yonder brilliant Rocket riſe, 
| Ambitiouſly aſpire, 

To mingle with its kindred ſkies, 
"And blend congenial fire. 


But ſoon its vivid luſtre's gone, | 5 
Its dazzling glories fade, 

The path is loſt, through which it inns; 

Ihe ſtick in duſt is laid. | 

| | 80 


foul 
So love beſtows the grace and air, 
And dear deluſive charms, 


That ſweetly deck the maiden fair, 


— But vaniſh 1 in our arms. 


*Tis Fancy throws * magic round, 
Marriage diſplays the trick; 

The Angel and the Rocket's found, 
But Woman and a ſtick! 


As I aud around, ſtill now objetts ſurpriſe, 
Here like Eden, Cavallo's ſ\wect gardens ariſe ; 
Old Mulciber's works are in water diſplay'd, 
And his hammers deſcend in a foaming caſcade; 
Hence Madam Piozzi, expreſſes her wonder, 
That a Pope (tho' not Iriſh) ſhould deal in a blunder FE 
Yet his Sanctity's taſte, I can juſtly admire, 
Who makes even water to repreſent fire ; 

The idea is new, even KNw1cur will admit, 
And ideas diſcordant are ſources of wit ; 
—But I hate philoſophical points to explain, 


—From Naples, I'II write—in a Claſſical ſtrain, 


0 how 


1 
4 


One How L love Naples, ſo frolic, and gay, 


E'en the poor Lazzaronis are courtly and nice, 


EE As they quaff a cool cup of their ſnow flavour'd ice: 


| And tho' they pickpockets are good ſort of folks. 


Naples, 4 16th, 1793. b 


Its ſkies are fo bright, ſo delightful its bay; 
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The folk as they chatter impatiently prance, 


And ſeem as if ſeiz'd with St. Vitus's dance. 


They baſk in the ſun, love their caſe, and their jokes, 


Like Venus, the Ladies ſo charmingly ſmile, 

Or as Eve, | when ſhe meant Caro Spos' to beguile ; 
How voluptuous the motions, bewitching the air, 
Of the ſweet Neopolitan languiſhing fair; 

The breezes ſulphureous, they panting inſpire, 

Like matches of brimſtone, each ſpark gives them fire ; 
While a currency dear, they add to their charms, 

By ſhifting each night to a new hover s arms. 

E. Molli Averne, they tenderly ſay, 


Chooſe one out of many, for amorous 15 play: 6 


. Mold Averne, un governe, e cangiar ſpeſſo. 


But 


E 
But this rigid maxim, diſcreetly they ſoften, 
By Cangiar Sheſſo, that's change very often: 
Hence Cupid, they ſay, is ſtill painted with wings, 


And Conſtancy's no where, as ME TESTAs fings. 


2 A lover's faith in fancy blooms, 
Tho! Phoenix like I ween; 
We hear of his refulgent plumes, 

But who the bird has ſeen! | 


Here tribes of wiſe Lawyers in robes moſt decorus, J 
Snap, wrangle, and ſcold, and bawl in full chorus; 

The client is beggar'd, the knave his caſh gathers, 

So the fox eats the gooſe, leave the farmer the feathers. 
Tis ſaid how a Pope mov'd by pity divine, 


In a famine at Rome, ſent to Naples for ſwine; 


g Thirty thouſand at leaſt, Marquis Carpio in hope 
To ſave ſuch a herd, yet not anger the Pope. 


Devoutly reply'd—Blefſed Father I ſwear, 


In Lawyers I'll pay you, the pigs I can't ſpare. 
= Thxro' 
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Thro- ſtreets tomb! din athes, delighted we tread, 
Where Pixy was kill'd by a ſtroke on his bead; 
By Jove, crys his Nephew, Avunculus drops, 

Nor is ſav'd by the pillow, I tied round his ch&ps ; 
But I'll pen a fine letter, his praiſes I'll tell, 


And comfort his foul in elyſium, or hell! 


But we're all born to die, both the weak and the ſtrong! 
- + Unleſs our exiſtence ſage Godwin prolong ; 
He'll teach us by reaſon, Death's portals to batter, 
When the mind grows omnipotent over dead matter ;” 
| Then the ſoul will eterniſe her manſion as ealy, 
As eggs are preſery'd by ſtill keeping them greaſy ; 
She'll charcoal our bodies, they” Il feel no decay, 


But ſcorn the dr Y rot, thro? ee $ day. 


© - ® Let us here return to the ſublime con jecture of Funn that 
mind will one day become omnipotent over matter,” — If over all 
other matter, why not over the matter of our own bodies ? In a 
word, Why may not man be one day immortal! ? Godwin's Political 


\ Juſtice, v. 2. p. 862. 
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O Lord how the flame of Veſuvio amazes, 


What a brilliant coup d' il, when in fury it blazes z 


It flings up the rocks and creates ſuch a riot, 


That we wiſh from our ſouls, it may never be quiet. 


O ſee from yon Crater the hot lava bubble, 


And menace the City with ruin and trouble; 


Man and horſe, vines and corn, and houſes and hogs, 


It ſweeps to the ſea, and gives all to the dogs. 


Hark the Crater's hoarſe grumble, like under ground 


thunder! 
*Let Bur fox explain there-s an end of the wonder; 
As a Comet tremendous, chro- Ather ſet ſail, | 
It bruſh'd the Sun's diſk by its fiery long tail ; 
And a lice of his Phiz thro? expanſian it hurl'd, 


Which attraction caught hold of, and made out this 


World!” 


Hence, ſtill as the Earth was created by fire, 


« She boaſts a Volcano in right of her Sire!“ 


The Origin of the Earth, according to Buffon. 


EI know . 


1 
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— I know ſome philoſophers yet hold aloof 
And allege this fine ſyſtem is broach'd without proof ; 
As a Comet could never do this, as it llys, 
It's a Will-a-W; iſp found in Aſtronomers eyes, 
*AsH ERSC HEL will prove, who whate'er may betide us, 
Has Britain enlarg'd, by his Brunſvicum Sidus ! 


Then if graceleſs Republicans here play their tunes, 


Let RicumonD and CHATEHAMu provide their ballons; 


The alarmiſts may mount, and their terrors will ceaſe, 
They'll be nigher to Heaven to pray for a peace. 
III Burron's grand ſyſtem be mark'd with diſgrace, 
Let me offer a rational one in its place ; 
tAs millions of Suns did from Chaos ariſe, 
When Jove from a whim firſt illumin'd the ſkies ; 

* Herſchel ſays, (and there cannot be bettet authority) er if a Comet 


has any Nucleus, it muſt be very ſmall; as there is no inſtance ofa fixed 
Star having been occulted by a Comet, although tranfits have been 


obſerved, where the Star was nearly in a line with the centre of the 


Comet.“ 


the Hanoverian aſtronomers to the appellation. 


7 This new and eccentric Theory of Creation, was firſt ſtarted by the 


late e Earl of Orford; and nobly elueid ated by Dr. Darwent, (in his 
CEconomy of Vegetation,) the moſt ſublime, and Philoſophiral Poet of 


this , or any other age. | 
K 2 | O come 


F Brunſvicum, has . adopted inſtead of Georgium, to reconcile 
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O come ſaid the Gods, while their courſes they run, 
Let new planets ſtart from the guts of the Sun; 

ſove graciouſly ſmil'd, as the Deities ſpoke, 
As he thought this Creation would be a good joke; 

Then a fiery Volcano he mix'd in ſome wine, 
© The Sun drank it up, and ſelt twitches divine: 

Thus Phœbus was grip'd for the Deities mirth, 
And to give himſelf eaſe, ſtraight ejected the earth; 
Then Mercury next, with ſweet Venus fo bland, 
Who viſit our Globe, and are ſeen hand in hand; 

But as Sons from their Grand-ſires inherit the gout, 


So the Earth was diſeas d from her Parent no doubt; 


. And torn by the cholic, ſhe beg'd as a boon, 

To retire for a moment ;—ſo threw out the Moon. 
The Gods laugh'd aloud, and declar'd it fine fun, 
When the Earth bluſhing, turn'd her dark gde to the Sun; 


And this is the reaſon Aſtronomers ſay, 

That the ſame modeſt feat, ſhe performs ev'ry day. 

If you think this new theory rather facetions,' 7 

Conſult ſplendid Dax EN T, our Britiſh Lucretius; 
Whoſe 


* 
4 


E 


Whoſe fancy ſublime can the ſyſtem maintain, 55 
Firſt brew'd in the ferment of OrxrorD's warm brain 2 


Not the brilliant Otranto, who brilliantly ſings, 


Of HARR 's old ſlippers, and Queen Bess's rings; 


Who to love tunes his note with the fire of old age, 


And chirps the trim lay, in a trim gothic cage ; 


That patron of letters ſprung out of a Bz av, 


Who Chatterton fed, and protected Rouſſeau ! 


Could Rouſſeau's keen an to him be a jeſt. 
When Genius and Want found a home in his breaft ? 


Who the Virtues of RichARD can truly diſplay, 


And divert us by inceſt in ſcenes of a Play *! 


Whoſe talents can ſhine on points not worth a ruſh, 


On Scribblers enobled, and Daubs of the bruſh, 


— No, 'twas Orford ſo fam'd for cach ſweet ſocial art, 


Whole fancy tho? bright, was eclips d by his heart. 


With this pretty diſtinction my letter I end, 


Adieu, my dear zen” ;—and pray write to your friend. 


* The Myſterious Mother ! 


ROBERT 
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ROBERT JEPHSON, ESQUIRE. 
| Naples, May 5th, 1794. 


HR CULANEUM to view, and Pompeia profound 

And the wonders long hid under claſſical ground, 
Aſtoniſh the Muſe —— 

The ſpits, and the pots, and the ſtew-holes I ſcan, 


As to bake, or to boil, or to roaſt, was the plan - 
And the jars once repleniſh'd, now empty of wine, 
I behold wich a figh ;—but why vainly repine? 
As we're born but to die, to-day or to-morrow, _ 
And our ſpan is ſo ſhort, we have no time for ſorrow, 
I Yet 1 morally mus'd, and, ſhaking my head, 

Cry'd, Alas! love and wine are no Joys for the dead! 
Then time being brief in this ſceptical age, 
Let us try by deep ſtudy to make ourſelves ſage ; 
I doubt if the Romans us'd forks with three prongs, 


Or had chocolate, nutmegs, or aſparagus tongs: 
"+ I have 


( 8. ) 


* I have queſtion'd Du Tems, and he ſcarcely preſumes 


To lay they made ketchup by ſqueezing muſhrooms. 
They could ſtew a ſow's pap, in ſuch cooking were pat; 
But they ne'er drefs'd a turtle, or chuck*d the green fat. 
Their garments were ſimple, as every one knows, 
No petticoats, perriwigs, breeches, or hoſe ; 
Has Horace or Ovid their fair ladies clad 
In the tumify'd charm of cork rumps or a pad? ? 
By which pretty Miſs, in an emblem ſo pat, 
Bids us view her plump waiſt, and tell what ſhe'd be at. 
Has Lucan or Homer ſung canons or bombs, 
Or given us a ſtanza on fifes or on drums? 
They ne'er make their combatants gloriouſly ſhine, 
By firing of muſquets, or ſpringing a mine; 
Or at Troy's boaſted ſiege, has the ignorant bard 
Said a word of a dice box, or ſhuffling a card ? 
Yet pedants continue ſuch heroes to puff, 
Who ne'er taſted coffee, or ſouchong, or ſnuff! 

* A very learned and ingenious Eſſay has been Publiſhed by Mr. 


Du 'Fems, to prove that the Antients were acquainted with the modern 
diſcoveries in the Arts and Sciences. | 1 


Then 


E 
T hen, my Fephſon, no more chant their deeds to your 
Oy tyre, | : | 

With Dryden" 8 rich flow, with his Nrength, and his fire“. 


What nangſcripis b here are conſign'd to the duſt, 
And doom” din eternal oblivion to ruſt | 1 
Then ye ſouls tun'd to harmony, liſten with glee, 

To a precious ſcrap ſav d of tweedle-dum-dee ; 
All the notes here are ſeen, the bold notes of the ſong, 
That Orpheus play'd up, when the trees danc'd along, 
No guaver, no crotchet, no counterpoint arts, 
Melodious the train, for i it reach'd to their hearts! 
Then frolic'd the buſhes, and wanton'd the ſhrubs, 
And the thorns cry'd encore, to his dub-a-dub-dubs | ! 
'Tis all a mere fable, ſay Sceptics ;—Alas! 
Tl prove to their coſt, how ſuch things came to paſs; 
Our Sages have ſhewn that a Plant has ſenſation t, 
Z Which runs thro? the ſyſtem of all Vegetation ; 


* Roman Portraits An elegant Poetical Work of Mr. Jephſon' , 
now in the FRO, | 


1 Percival on Animal Senfations—Mincheter 4 


L 
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Compares his OWN ſtate to a plant in diſtreſs ; 
Thus he tenderly fings, how they languiſh and pine, 
Till the Lady and Sun on their miſcry ſhine. 


THE Plant that's confin'd in the dark, 
Deſponding and languid reclines ; 
But if thro? a chink peeps a ſpark, 


Turns joyfully round where it ſhines. | 


Thus abſent from Lucy I ſigh, 
And droop like the ſenſitive tree; 
But revive by a twink of her eye, 


For each twink is a ſun-beam to me. 


And hence a fond lover in Poetry's dreſs, p 

Since plants are endu'd with this wonderful boon, | 
If you hit the true note, they may dance to a tune; | 
The queſtion 1s only, in ſpite of dull ſneers, | 


| To diſcover how Orpheus firſt tickled their ears ; 


—_n 


Then again we may ſee his ſonatas revive, 


ed d parſnips and cabbages dance all alive! ! 
With 
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With roſes the hollies in uniſon tread, 


And foot it till weary, and then go to bed! 
The woodbine and pink moſt connubially cling, 


| While the loves of the plants Darwent ſweetly may ling! 


Here an ancient Compoſer gives both baſs and air, 


Ol ſuch muſic as ſav'd or corrupted the Fair; 


To the utter confuſion of ſuch taſteleſs loons, 


Who never read Plutarch on chromatic tunes; 


There he proves beyond doubt, that a Bard can inſpire 


Either Virtue dr Vice, as he chants to his lyre; 


Even great Agamemnon, the valiant and viſe, 


Leſt in his Clytemneſtra ſoft tumults might riſe, 


From the heart-felt remembrance ſhe once did enjoy, 


In Hymen's ſoft tye, ere he pack'd off for Troy, 


Engag'd a bard chaſtly to tickle the ſtrings, 


And fave the beſt Queen, for the beſt of all Kings. | 


* Odyſley, Book III. - | 
L2 | O could 
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O could my tranſlation his ſpirit retain, 


Crim. Con, would be ended, for thus flowd his Ain; 


O Clytemneſtra ! royal Dame, 

Go, faſt and pray, your * tame, 
And ſhun ungodly leers ; 

Ply the loom with your maids, 

And if they're lazy jades, 


Tweak their noſes, and pinch the ſluts ears. 


To your nuptial vows ſtand, * 
And your fancy command, 
Nor let Venus your dear boſom trouble; 
To the young Coxcomb ſay, 
Nay, prithee, Sir, Nay, 


| Don't tempt me again to lye double. 


For your own Ac, be coy and nice, 


Ah! ſteep your glowing lips in ice, 
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Aid then be not afrabd ol 
If wild Agiſtus ſnatch a 'kifs, 
You'll chill, like chaſte Diana's Miſs, 
And give him a torpedo ! 


While ſweet Clytemmeſtra was china by this ſong, 


5 In Virtue's ſharp pathway ſhe totter'd along, 


Till the ſoft maids of honour ſuggeſted a fear 
| That Agiſtus had got the wrong ſow by the ear; 
Then a ſly Lydian harper he brib'd by high pay 


Ta ſeduce the dear creature by this melting lay: 


| Yowll never ſee As, 
And when you're an old Hag, 
No throbs, no wild tranſports you'll raiſe; 
But now its your duty 
To cheriſh your beauty, 
And wed in the bloom of your days. 


You've © 
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You've widow'd enough, 


For old Captain Bluff ; 


Then, prithee, no longer be coy E 
You've nail'd Cupid's dart 
In Egiſtus- ſoft heart, 

And he is a ſweet tempting boy. 


Then if Ac' here ſhould ſtray, | | 
Send him packing away | 
To Briſeis, his dear trojan Trall ; 
Ar he grumble or ſcold, 
Like a heroine pold, 
Either ſtab him or matter his Keul. 


By jealouſy fir'd, and muſical meaſures, 
Clytemneſtra's ſoft ſoul was ſeduc'd into pleaſures; 
She ſtorm'd, and ſhe ſwore, and in amorous ire, 
Caſhier'd Ac v's bard, ſnap'd the firings of his lyre; 


WE) And turn'd him adrift, with a kick and a frown, 


In an Iſland to ſtarve, ſinging hey derry down ! 


— 


— 


But 
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1 
But as Infidel Critics may doubt what I ſay, 


The phyſical cauſe, let me briefly diſplay; | 
Why quick, or as flow the harmonious ſounds roll, 


Reſponſive emotions ariſe in the ſoul ; 


Play up a fandango, and where is free-w1ll ? 


We can't make our feet (if not gouty) ſtand ſtill. 


The nerves ſympathetic, in head, toes, and middle, 


In unifon jump with the gut of the fiddle ; 


Again, a grave Solo gives dull-pac'd vibrations, 


The pulſe no more riots with friſky ſenſations ; 


Thus our hearts leap with joy, or fink in a qualm, 


By the jig of a ballad, or yawn of a pſalm. 
So Cobblers in ſtalls are proverbially glad, 


And Methodiſt rogues are deſponding and ſad. 
Sounds grave or acute are quick motions or flow, 
Ha ! ha! anſwers one, and the other Heigh ho ! 


And technical words for theſe movements we've got, 


In Preſto we gallop, Andante we trot, 


O Muſic, 


E 

O Muſic, ſweet Muſic, thy art Rill bewitches ; 

In thy tranſports divine, we find comfort and riches ; 
You make blind beggars dance, and the cripple to ſing, 
And if he is drunk, he's as great as a King ; 
All our troubles and anguiſh, thy melody caſes. 
Gives us health and good ſpirits, and cures all diſeaſes: 
And this 1s the reaſon, why ſkilful Muſicians 
Are at College dub'd Doftors, and rank with Phyſicians. 
Thus the flutes of Etruris, ſo ſoothing their ſtrain, 
Heal'd the ſtripes of their et tho? convuls'd by the 155 f 
pain *; | 
And the Soldiers of Pruſſia, tho? caſt for a crime, 
Are ſcourg'd to light muſic, preciſely in lime! 

„„ The Tyrrhenians,” ſays Ariſtotle, © never ſcourged their 


flaves, but by the ſound of flutes, looking upon it as an inſtance of 


humanity to give ſome counterpoiſe to pain, and. thinking by nch a 


1 | diverſion to leſſen the ſum total of the puniſhment.” 


11 "TAY by the lighwmeb of the muſic, from a very different 
reaſon, that the Pruſſian ſoldiers are . to the ſound of inſtru- 

ments at preſent.” | 
| | Burney's Hiſtory of Muſic, Vol, 1. f. 185. 


Thus 


Co}: - 

Thus Plutarch Win how the Gods did inc 

Thaletes the Songſter, to tickle his lyre; 

And baniſh the plague by a ſanative ſound, 

While thouſands at Sparta Jay ſick on the ground. 

For when the wing'd Miaſms flit thro” the ſky, 

We ſuck i in the peſtilence, languiſh and die; 

But muſic engenders ſuch rapid revulſions, 

That ev'ry dire Miaſm drops i in convulſions; 

It med'cines the air, and poor mortals o'er-joys, 

And the ſeed of the plag ue by twang-dillo ma... A 

Thus we ſons of Hibernia exultingly ſmile, 

And drink to St. Patrick, the pride of our Iſle; 

Who ſlew ſerpents, and ſpiders, and toads, by a tune, 

As he danc'd thro” the bogs, playing—£Ellen a Roon : 
Then his bleſfing he gave, baniſh'd forrow and care, 
Hence her ſons are all brave, and her daughters are fair. 

On Antient Muſicians my Song here I'll end, 

In my next to the Moderns, Il ſmoothly deſcend. 
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TO ROBERT JEPHSON, ESQUIRE. 
Naples, June 4th, 1793. | 


O JEPHSON, refle& how we're wond'rouſly made 
With millions of fibres the body's inlaid ; 

Theſe tremulous fibres in uniſon play, 

To melody's pulſe, while they dance to the 2 « 

Yet the ſounds moſt enchanting of harmony's thrum, 

; Are but vibrating air on the corporal drum. | 

So the magical tints that emblazon the ſkies, 

Are but water and rays in Philoſophers eyes; 

Thus the frolic of N ature, our Sages to ſpite, 

Makes Muſic from air, and the Rainbow from light ; 
That primary ſource of each beautiful hue, 

From which Tit: ax and REYNOLDS their brilliancy 
drew. A 
Then Fancy's deluſion le'ts never control, 


Tis che fanſhine of life, and the trance of the ſoul: 


M 2 | | Thro*' 
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Thro' each ſtage of ſorrow, let love, and let wine, 


Their aid to prolong the illuſion combine. 


Give me BusNEy's ſweet ſtyle, give his Genius anc 
An, . 
That appeals to the judgement, yet touches the heart; 
And Ill tell you, why muſic cures frenzy and ſpleen; — 
This delicate body” SA curious machine; 
The nerves ſtrung divinely, the whole ſurface border, 


And while they play ſmoothly, the mind's in good order; 


B ut if harſhly they ret touch'd by a Dæmon's rough hand“, 


The Soul no more governs the pineal gland; 

In her palace, the brain, no longer ſhe's quiet, 
Cerebrum, Cerebellum, like Democrats riot 5 

And refract each idea, till merry, or fad, 

Alma loſes her reaſon, —in ſhort ſhe runs mad : * 
Then Muſic ſteps in, with her aid moſt Seine, 


Compoſes the tumult by melodies fine; 


* Baxter, (who was Tutor to the celebrated John Wilkes) io his very 


learned and ingenious Treatiſe on the Soul, aſcribes Madneſs to the 


malignant influence of Dzmons, | 


And 


EF - 

| Catches hold of the neryes moſt diſtrafted and ſullen, 
Which this yay, and that way, and all ways are pulling; 
And a uniſon gives, by a twang moſt pathetic, 

Jo each turbulent nerve, till it feels ſympathetic. 

"Twas ; thus FARINELLI P delighted all Spain, 

| When madneſs he cur d by his magical ſtrain; 

At Del Campo” 8 requeſt, the ſupport of the Art, 
The Song I tranflate, (may it tickle his heart) 

Which eas'd a ſad King of his ſorrow and care, | 
Made him dance aF andango, and powder his hair. | 
Could 1 give the true pathos, all Britain would feel 
The j joy and allegiance of loyal Caſtile ; ; 

While the Dons in grave jumps, proudly kick'd away 
3 ſplcen, _ $5 : 
And pinth” d their Guitars to enrapture the _ 
The muſical notes to the tune of Gambado, : 


Were compos'd by the Biſhop, and Nuns of Toledo. 


WHEN 
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WHEN Ferdinand, inſanely grave 
Would neither waſh his hands nor ſhave, 
Nor Olio taſte, nor Jelly ; ; 
His royal Conſort, ſunk in grief, 
When every Saint deny'd relief, 
Thus pray'd to Farinelli! 


Sweet F arinell, ſwell your throat, 
| 1 And pour ſome ſoft bee note, 
| My dear Italian Pug ; 

Each frantic paſſion Song commands . 
Then ſquall, till Fy RD ſcours his hands, 
And ſhaves, looks ſpruce and ſmug. 


3 Hark! F arinelli ſqueaks to pleaſe her ; 
O Don Diego, ſnatch a 5 | 
From yonder golden caſe: 
* runs, elate with hope, 
Lathers his chaps with Caſtile foap, 


And trims ws Sov” reign's face. 


The 


1 


The King aroſe without a ſpeck ; I 


Bzss flung her arms around his neck, 
And prais'd his ruffl'd ſhirt ; = 

Again, in pomp and ſtate he dines, 
In royal robes ſuperbly ſhines, 


Perfum'd, and free from dirt. 


« The mighty Maſter ſmil d to ſee, 

= That love vas in the next degree, os 
Then ſung Eliza's charms ; 

The King admir'd each new-born grace, 

With rapture view'd her beauteous face; 


And ſunk into her arms. | 


Thus Farinelli's runeful ſtrain 

Lull d the wild tempeſt of his brain, 
N o more his ſenſes riot; | 

So when the frantic Occan raves, 

A pint of oil will ſtill the Waves, 


And all is calm and quiet? 


Of 
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Of David's Harp let Fidlers ring, 
That coax'd a devil from Ifrael's King 
By Tweedle-dum and des: 5 
No ſtring did Farinelli touch; 
He tun'd his pipe, and did as much 
By Tol-de-rol-de-re ! 


O ſpeed the ſoft note, and the dulcet air wing, 
Till the beaſts leap around, and the pretty birds ſing *; 
For their dear little ears are faſtidiouſly nice; 


Thus a Jute ſuits the organs of ſpiders and 11 &, 
Who defcend from their webs, and w_ from their 


holes, 


As the notes ſweetly breath thro” ke ſonidicive fouls. 


And Howel relates* (cho Monboddo may carp) 
How Hibernia's fierce wolves were {6 tun'd to the harp, 
That rather than hear'a'Scoteh Bagpiper play, 
With horror they howPd, and ran ſtarving away. 
And good Mr. Tallow will truly declare: 
How an anthem enraptur'd a briſk Cheſhire hare; 
While | 


TJ © 

While near Merſey's ſmooth ſtream, at their eaſe ſtretch d | 

along, —_— . : 2 
Five rapturous Choriſters bymn'd David's ſong, 
Toa tune moſt divine, but he ſays not a word, 
Whether i it was the hundredth, or Hundred and third; — 
Bul I'll ſearch his Cantatas, and pore till I'm blind, 
And think myſelf happy this ditty to find: 
(On this critical point, if a word I might drop, 
b 1 ſhould think they ſcream” d out, 0 * ye Hills wil 

ye hop?“ N 

And poor Puſs alarm'd by their quavers and bounds, 
VMidſt the Choriſters ran, as purſu'd by the hounds, 


But now a atoll tragic adventure I ſing, | 
That diſturb” d the whole ABB Rx in fight of the King. 
Ah! let us reflect, that our life's a mere riddle, 
When Death ſhoots his darts from the bridge of a fiddle; 
For while the Drums beat and the horte bawl, 


To Han DEL's bold notes in the Dead March of Saul, 
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Mr. Burton grew ſqueamiſh, then drop'd in a ſwoon, 


(The firſt man on record who died of a tune 3 


He had juſt time to ſay before he was dead, 


« Good people I'm ſhot thro? the heart and pe: head ; . 


| Celeſtial vibrations ſo rapture my brain, 


That my tall 1 iS Angelic, chromatic wy pain! 
| . Ha ** 


As for me, whoſe bold loyaliy's ſtill on the wing, 


To ſave my dear Country, the Church, and the King; ; 


1 hope the AL ARMISTS the band will aſſemble, 
And if the F rench land, they'll ſoon make them tremble. 


When the trumpet ſonorous, and fiddle ſtrings ſound 


The Dead March of Saul, how they'll gaſp on the 


ground? 


The knave Danton will fal ,by what kill'd honeſt Burton, 
And Robeſpierre t00,—cry out — and 8 


Let us call to our aid Handel's bold imis bons, 


To arouſe, and to ſtir up our torpid ſenſations ; 


H ark! ! 


1 „„ 

Hark ! he rattles his hail, —the windows to ſplinter, 
Nov he chills us in Summer as if it was Winter; 
And Glaziers oft brib'd him to play the harſh ſtrains, 
- Then crack went the caſement, and ſmaſh went the panes: 
Like * Moſes i in Egypt again let him riſe, 
And call out his locuſts, and buzz with his flies! 
This ſacred Militia will aid us I hope, 
To convert whole vile Atheiſts who've thrown off the 

rope 

Ten Britons trie home, and no longer deptins; 


We've Fiddlers enough, tho' no Muſquets in ſtore, 


Proceed, gentle Muſe, and wank wiſdom relate, 

Why a tune's juſtly reckon'd a matter of State; ; 

From Sparta Timotheus was forc'd to retire, 

For playing looſe Airs on her maidenly lyre; 

Le eſt this innovation ſhould raiſe up a ſtorm, 5 
And the Senate deſtroy, like a Bill of Reform. 

Did'nt Socrates treaſon all Athens ſurpriſe, 


When Critias found out by his Reeves, and his Spics, 


* Burney, 


That 


That the > Sage had a "os project in hand, 

By a Muſical plot to convulſe the whale Land; 

For ſcorning the advice of Xantippe his wife, 

He practis d the Lute, in bis laſt ſtage of life® ; 

When he heard that ſome Youths had attack'd a chaſte 
Dame, 

And by meaſures ſpondaic were chill'd into ſhame ; 

Their nerves were relax'd, and by ſymphonies fit, 

They fled from the Lady, like Joſeph, or — 

Then Critias determined the Traytor to kill, 

For he dreaded his Art, and ſuch dangerous {kill, 

—Ignt Muirt juſtly exil'd to Botany Bay, 

For expreſſing his joy at a riotous lay ? 

But Mercy with Juſtice 1s ſo much at ſtrife, 

That he's baniſh'd for years, and not for his life. 

An Scotia *twas treaſon in the F irſt George's reign, 

For a bagpipe to ſqueak, * let the King have his ain.“ 

Anda Laſſie was hang'd, becauſe Granam had taught her, 

Fou brawly to lull " 8 over the Water.“ 


| . uinct. Lib. 1 thy: III. 


+ Ca Ira. ide Muir's Trial. . 
Two 


: | [lj 
Two Rebellions were rais'd by theſe lil, we Bn” own, 
That menac'd with ruin the Prince on his throne ; 
- 0 or could England ere riſe to ſuch grandeur and riches, 
Till ſhe caught the Scotch 3998 and chain'd them in 
breeches ! i 

| And oft to brave Taffy King d Ned turn'd his tail, 

7 Nor o'er Wales could his iron-clad Ruffians prevail ; 

Or cat up her leeks, and devour her rank goats, 

Till the blood of her Bards from each precipice floats; ; 
Lonſe floated their beards; — and their wild ſtreamin ghair, 
Blaz d forth, like a Meteor, and troubled the air: 

5 See on Conway's bold rocks, how they harp, and . 
dance, 

. * Givemeharthorn,” cry: Gloſter, I'm loft inatrance.” 


The King and his Chieftains perſpir'd with diſmay, 


If you wiſh to know more, I refer you to GRA. 


Why from Scotland, or Wales, any proofs ſhould I 
bring, | 


As St. James s and Wapping, we ſee the ſame thing ; 
Go, 
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Go, hire a blind Fiddler, and dance thro' the town, 
To the tune Ca IRA, and you'll both be knock'd down ; 
Or like the Jew GorDon, you'll periſh in gaol, | 
It K 


Could Fox and his Phalanx, our Muſic command, 


n object to your Jacobin bail; 


They would tune a Banditti to plunder the land; 
By the Marſellois March, they would thicken their ran 1 ; 


And pilfer our Houſes, and empty our Banks ! 


Then Mill let our Streets, and our Theatres ring, 


The Roaſt Beef of Old England, and God Save the 


King.“ 


Inſpir'd by theſe Ditties, let's boldly advance, 


To hang the Convention, and Monarchiſe Founice ; 


Another Campaign! how theſe raſcals we'll firk, 


Take Straſbourg and Landau! Toulon and Dunkick 1 3 
While Auſtria and Pruſſia the Sans Culottes laughter, 


Let Kate give the knouz to each wife, and each daughter. 


Then Genoa ſtorm, and the Polanders rob, 


While ſhe chants a Te Deum, we'll pay for the ejob. 
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TO ROBERT FEPHSON, ESQUIRE. 


London, March 4th, 1793. 


Tuo“ in politics ſever'd, you'll alway s admit, 
That I taſted your humour, and reliſh'd your Wit; 


When Townſhend's gay {train made the whole Circle 
ſhine, | | 
While a Viceroy, for once, gave us Wit with li Wine. 
And friendſhips dear tie ſtill exulting I own, 
That binds me to Windham, to You, and Malone : 
Malone far remoy'd from all party-difſention, 
Would bang, draw, and quarter, the Gallic Convention; 
On this point alone, (and I fear you wou'd aid him) 
Not ev'n his lov'd Bard * can to mercy perſuade him: 4 
From our Side, with a ſigh I ſaw Windham depart, 
His opinion may err, but how noble's his heart ! 
* Shakfpeare.—Sec the Merchant of Venice, Act IV. 

: Tho! 


By crowning my numbers with generous praiſe; 
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Tho? ſuch Virtues I love, and ſuch Talents I prize, 


Yet your Cruſade of Kings from my ſoul I deſpiſe 1 
Look at Poland, and plunder (their Royal reform) 


And hail Freedom with me, tho? ſhe riſe in a ſtorm ! 
Then Jephſon farewell, with beſt wiſhes adieu, 


Who loves Genius and Merit, will always love You.— 


To ſhare Anſtey's laurels, I proudly aſpire, 
Tho' vain my attempt to attune his ſweet lyre ; 
Yet 5 Fox's deep brow, if I light up a ſmile, 
And if Sheridan deign to attend to my ſtyle ; | 


If talents and taſte can be pleas'd with my lay, 


While I ſing to Fitzpatrick, to Townſhend, and Grey; 
If a plaudit from Erſkine and Adam I draw, 


'Who ſtill think that honour's a part of the law; 


If Barrẽ's quick fancy ſtill pregnant and bright, 


W ill ſometimes approve of a whimſical flight ; 
: And Why ſhould I Wilkes (now he's loyal) omit, 
I hate General Warrants, and love Wine and Wit. 


If the Norths and the Maitlands my vanity raiſe, 


1 


1 
If Wickham, and Whitebread, and Lambton I gain, 
While they ſtrike at corruption, to liſt to my ſtrain ; 
I'lllaugh o'er my wine, fleeting ſorrow” s beſt cure, 
And like Marville live gaily, and proud to be poor ; 
The Cavils of Critics, diſdainfully bear, 
If I ſcape the juſt cenſures of keen-judging Hare. 


Can I envy an A—k—d's or Loug——gh's place, 

_ Tho! like Peachum and Lockit again they embrace? 
Can penſions id titles give honour, or fame? 
Like the Pill'ry, a Patent expoſes the name. 

Have the poiſons of Quacks falutiferous charms, | 
Tho? the Chancellor grants them his Majeſty's Arms? | 
Will Birmingham gold paſs for Mexico's mine, 
TFT ho' the image of Kings on the baſe metal ſhine ? 
Then I'll ſneer at John Bull, in his panics and fits, 
While he'strick'd by the G-v-ls, and dup'd by the P=—ts. 


To Freedom adhere, (tho! alas! ſhe i is flown) „ 
Nor deſert Fox and Britain to cringe to the Trone. 


a | I 
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CONGRATULATORY 
ADDRESSE 5 
TO TWO-YOUNG LADIES, 
| © ON THEIR RETURN FROM ITALY. 


| Nunc itaque et verſus, et cætera ludicra pono 
Quid verum, atque decens curo et rogo, et omnis in hoc ſum. 
| | Ho. 


TaNSPORTED, now, I wake the lyre, 
My blooming Girls the lay inſpire, 
1 And rapture ſwells my beate 
Joy ſparkles in Sophia's eyes, 
To her lov'd ſire, his Emma flies, | 
And ſooths his cares to reſt, 


OO RR O, welcome 


. | Ge | 


O, ideas from Italia's ſhore ! 
And are we met to part no more! 
How could I ever part ? 
Lock'd in this fond and wiſh'd embrace, 
While the glad tear bedews my face, 
I preſs you to my heart. f 


How oft your footſteps I purſue, 
Dyell on each beauteous ſcene with you, 
By fancy borne along; 
And oft for you, I ſigh in vain, | 


For you, I turn my careleſs ſtrain 


To ſmooth deſcriptive ſong. 


How ſweet to breathe Heſperia's gales, 
From myrtles fan'd, and roſe-clad vales, 
And every bloſſom'd ſpray 7 
Io view her vivid azure ſkies, 
And ſee her moon refulgent riſe, - 


Bright as our orb of Day ! 


[5887] 
By muſing o'er yon claſſic plains, 
The eye, another optic * gains, 
From Taſte's prime ſources won; 
Thus from primeval ſplendour, bright, 
Bologna's ſpar imbibes its light, 


And radiance from the Sun. 


There Titian's tints enchant the eye, 
Form'd of thoſe rays that paint the ſky, 


Which Time can ne'er efface ; 


And Raffael's Art tranſcends his fame, 
Whoſe fancy bids an Angel's . 


Beam with congenial grace. 


Again, Parnaſſus? rears its head, 
Its antient luſtre round it ſpread, | 
Diſplays bold Raffael's fire : 
With ſounds divine the valley rings, 
Each Muſe reſponſive ſweetly fings, 
While Phœbus ſweeps the Iyre. 


* The correct and elegant taſte acquired by ſtudying the Fine Arts, 
the Greeks forcibly and un diſtinguiſhed, 85 calling it alter 


occlus—another eye. 
"4 Raffael's celebrated picture of Mount Parnaſſus. 
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1 
The ſummit, Homer, Maro gain, 


With raviſh'd ears imbibe the ſtrain, 


i And catch the inſpiring lay ; 
But Taſſo, and his tuneful throng, 
Beneath, ſcarce hear the diſtant ſong, 


That melts in air away. 


What glorious viſion charms the fight! | 
Coreggio * pours celeſtial light, 
Attendant Angels ſhine ; 
Inſpir'd, he paints a Saviour's mien, 


| Exſtatic Faith glows o'er the ſcene, 


And burns with love divine. 


But who with Angelo can vie, 
His rears his wondrou's dome on high, 


Pois'd in the etherial clime ; : | 


His daring pencil boaſts the art, 

To awe the eye, to rule the heart, 
: And paint tae true Sublime. F kg | 
Madonna della Scodella.— The Holy Family on their Flight to 


Egypt. | 
Dome of St. Peter's. 


1 
What magic charm o'er proſtrate Rome, 
Of Science, Empire, Arts the tomb, 
A claſſic luſtre throws "= 8 


Endears the ſpot where Tully ſpoke, 


Where Brutus dealt the patriot ſtroke, 


From whence his glory roſe! 


Hark ! ſportive Horace tunes his lyre, 


Where cold SoraQte's cliffs aſpire, 


And fings of love and wine; 


| Where Tiber rolls his rapid ſtream, po: 
Maro revolves his lofty theme, 


And forms the poliſh'd line, 


There, Sculpture boaſts creative ſkill, | 


The living buſt obeys her will, 

| Gives beauty's winning grace; 
The drap' ry floats in every gale, 
Pellucid as the pendent veil, 


| That plays o'er Emma's face, | 


Ser, 
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See, Venus tries love's ſureſt wile, 


| « Softly to ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile,” 


And drops her magic zone ; 


The modeſt air, and charms divine, 


She breathes into her ſacred ſhrine, 


And animates the ſtone. 


Tho- ſplendid ruin round you lies, 


The proud Pantheon time defies, 


| Nor yields to Nature's law ; 


Rome's mighty Genius rear'd the dome, 


To give man's conquer'd Gods a home, 


And ſtrike the world with awe. 
Alas! no energy remains, 
Where ſuperſtition ſpreads her chains, 


pl | To aid deſpotic power ;— 


The Monk recites his doleful dreams, 
In Jove's high fane, as the Owl ſcreams, 


And haunts the time-ſhook tower. 


But F reedom's glorious reign is o'er, 

- She guards the village-cot no more, 

Where hard-tax'd flaves repine ; 

For Kings and Prieſts the harveſt grows, 
The orange blooms, the olive flows, 
And burſts the purple vine. 
But lo! outftretch'd her vengeful hand, 
On Gallia's ſhore; in every land 


She'll cruſh deſpotic {ſway ; 


In the mad whirlwind tho' ſhe riſe, 
The dark tornado ſhakes the ſkies, 
Then pours the blaze of day. 


Thro' towns entomb*d you penſive tr cad, 
And mourn their antient ſplendour led, 
Their antient ruins trace; 
Earthquake, and Heaven's deſtructive flame, 
Left nothing but an empty name, 
To mark the hapleſs race. 
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1 
How boils Veſuvio's fiery ſtream! 
There thunder breaks, there lightnings gleam, 
Thence burning rocks are hurl'd ; 
Then ſee the ſun volcanoes form, 
Creating i in projectile ſtorm 


This planetary world!“ 


The ſnow-crown'd Alps with dread you ſcale, 
(While the dark clouds beneath you fail) 
Thro' changelul regions climb; 
F cel ſummer's glow, and winter” $ chill, 
| Quick as the turns of good and ill, 
That mark our checquer'd time, 
On genial wing the zephyrs bear 
Heſperia's faſcinating air, 
That lures to pleaſure's toil; _ 
All ranks imbibe the fervid ſpell, 
And in perturb'd emotions tell 


The ſerment of the ſoil. 


__ energetic words, — Cæſus, hoc monumentum ſui reliquit. 
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Their words in rapid cadence ſtart, 
And melody enchants the heart, 
Breathing each ſoft deſire; 
Yet quick vibrations heat the brain, 
And love, vindictive paſſions lain, 


As ſulphur tinges fire. 


N ot ſo the Swiſs of ſober ſtate, 

Of ſlow-pac'd tongue, dull cumbrous gait, — 
Ihe ſluggiſh bog ſcarce flows; 

No foreign taſte his ſenſe reſines, 
Where'er he roves, he fondly pines 


For his paternal ſnows. 


| He ſees exulting Freedom ſmile, 
Where ſtands the peaſant's deathful Pile *, 
Her throne ſhe proudly rears ; 
With vines and corn her mot bloom, 
| While the rich plain of ſervile Rome 
A dreary waſte appears. ” 
8 At Murat, Charles Duke of Burgundy wi defeated by the Swiſs» 
and fell in the action. There is a chapel on the field of battle full of 


the bones of ſuch of the Burgundian army as were ſlain on the ſpot. 
The modern inſcription (by the celebrated Haller) ends with theſe 


Thus, 
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Thus, while my lovely Girls explore 


3 


The wonders of Italia's ſhore, 

1 tune the penſive lay; 
Taſte's brilliant realm adventurous ſing, 
And borne aloft on Fancy's wing, 


; In dear deluſion ſtray. 


Sophia, come, to ſocial eaſe, 


To calm domeſtic joys which pleaſe 


The breaſt that Virtue charms ; 


Youth's flattering ſcene delighted view,— | 


The Man to love, to honour true, 


 Enfolds you in his arms. 


Retrace, with me, each pompous fane, 
That decorates Heſperia's plain. _ 


Her monuments ſublime ; 


Recall each ſplendid artiſt's name, 


Their poliſh'd works, the boaſt of ime. 


Snatch'd from the wreck of Time. 
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My Emma come, in lively Nrain, 
Still charm by wit's allufive Vein— 
1” paſs this world of ſtrife; 
A Sire, your playful fancy cheers, 
Illumes the dreary vale of years, 


And gilds the gloom of life. 


The mind by Nature's hand array'd 
beten the meretricious aid 
That Sentiment ſupplies; 

*T1s but a rouge, by faſhion's art, 


To lay falſe colours on the heart, 


And cheat a lover's eyes. 
T hen come, with youths ſoft — grace, 
That magic of the female face ; 

Without it, beauty's vain; 

The forward glance, exotic ſtare, | 
| Deciſive tone, and manniſh air, 
Z Excite but cold diſdain, 


O come, 
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O come, in kindred joy combine, 
| Your ſmiling ſiſters round you twine, 
You glad a mother's breaſt; 
Her darling girls ſhe fondly bred, 
Nurs'd on her knee, her boſom fed, 


And lull'd their cries to reſt, 


She ſecls each anxious care o'erpaid, 


Sees the fond wife, the tender maid, 


Affection's balm impart; 
With all a mother's pride ſhe glows, 
As they by fihal love diſcloſe 


A ſympathetic heart. 


Again the feſtive Board will ſhine; 

Come, raiſe the note to airs divine, 
Let rapture wake the ſtrings Y 

Again I hear Sophia's voice, 

And o'er the blue-ey'd maid rejoice, 


While my ſweet Emma ſings. 


THE END, 


NOTES. 


THE King of Pruſſia iſſued Promiſſory Notes to the Pea- 
ſants, for the ſbeep which his Majeſty bought, © payable on 
the reſtoration of. Louis XVI. to che F of his power | 


Z and prerogative.” 


The following EPIGRAM was handed about at that time in 
Paris: 
EPIGRAMME. OY 
Sur la promoſſe du Roi de Pruſſie de payer le prix 117 mou- 
tons, lorſqu'il feroit a Vetabler Louis XVI. ſur ſon trone. 
Ceſſex de vous plaindre O Payſans loyaux, 
Que Frederic pille, ou mange vos troupeaux; 
Pour le meme jour, le grand Roi a promis, 


Le trone a Bourbon, et Argent des brebis. 


A Tranſlation into Luis ſoon after appeared in one of the 


German Gazentes, 


De Ovibus raptis, 3 
Paſtores lacrymas ceſſabunt fundere triſtes 
Brunſvicki gregibus raptatis enſe tremendo ; 
Felicem eventum, tandem læta afferet hora 


Aurum pro gregibus, Sceptrum pro Rege fugaci. 


A Tran- 


* 4 9 
1 


* 
A Tranſlation of the ſame EPpI1GRAM alſo appeared in the 
Morning Chronicle, : 
No more let Gallia's plunder'd peaſants weep, - 
T ho' Brunſwic ſteal, and Frederic eat their ſheep n 
A double bleſſing, one glad day ſhall bring, 
Caſh for their ſheep, a Sceptre for their King. 


An invidious Ep1GRAM was alſo addreſſed to the King ſoon 
= after. 
Avis au Frederic Iluminè. 
A example de Saul, va cherchez chez les morts, 
de quoi reparer ta diſgrace; | 
Evoques Frederic le Grand, peut etre le ſort 


Par pitie te prendra a fa place. 


Tranſlation in the MoxNIN G CHRONICLE. | 
As Saul from the tomb, evok'd a dead friend, 
Call up great Frederic's ghoſt, for you're at your wit's end, 
And Heaven perhaps, to prevent more diſgrace, 
Will permit him to ſlay, and take you in his place. 
» A pompous account of this curious and (once admired) 


: piece of Machinery, is given in the Voyage Pittoreſque de | 


Paris. | 
One of the reaſons aſſigned by Louis XIV. for attacking 
Holland, in his Manifeſto, addreſſed to all the Powers of Eu- 
ws | | . N 


ing 


rope 


1 


rope was, that the Dutch had invidiouſly ſtruck a Medal, de- 


rogatery of his glory; on this, and ſome other weighty reaſons, 
he ſent Marſhal Luxemburgh to lay waſte the country by force 


and ſword, Voltaire ſays, that when he viſited Holland, forty 
years after, they ſtill talked with horror and execration of tlie 


barbarities committed by the French Army, during their 
retreat, —Siecle de Louis XIV. T. 1. p. 164. 


4 This monument of national triumph is Nill to be ſeen at 


Blenheim, and perfectly correſponds with the taſte diſplayed in 


this Quarry of Architecture. The ſtatue of Louis XIV., ta- 


ken from the gates of Liſle, was exultingly fixed near the 
Cock and the Lion, (and ſtill remains there) no doubt, to mor- 


tify his vanity. 


© This propoſition was made in the National Aſſembly, on 
the 22d of Auguſt, 1792, and Chabot and Merlin offered their 
ſervices—The Speeches, (with a little poetical Jicenſe) are 
correctly given. ER | 


t The Conſuls Caius F abricius, and Q. Æmilius, rejected 
with horror the propoſal of Pyrrhus's Phyſician, to poiſon his 
maſter, and even gave notice to that Prince, that he might be- | 
ware of the traitor, haughtily adding, It is not to make our 
court to you that we give this information, but that we 
may not draw on ourſelyes any infamy.” And they excellently 
ſay in the ſame letter, that it is for the common intereſt of 


all Nations, not to ſet ſuch examples.” Sed communis exempli 


| et fidei ergo viſum eſt, uti te ſalvum velimus; ut eſſet, 


Q | | quem 


— . N — a p 
—— — — — —.— 2 nk - 7 = 
Cy — — — — — * — - 


„ 
8 * 03 - 
— * E 
— — 
— * 


4 


1 1 
quem armis vincere poſſimus. Aul. Gell. Noct. Attic. 
Lib. III. Cap. viii. | 
La liberté triomphera, 
Et repandra au loin ſes charmes, 


Des que d'une voix on Criera, 


Aux _—_— Republicains, aux Armes! Kc. Ce. 


b At hs coronation of the late unfortunate Louis XVI, the 


Clergy ſtruck out of the Ceremonial the words - Elected by 


the People,” and expreſsly ſay—* The King, whom we, (i. e. 


Clergy) have choſen to reign over France. je ne ſais fi V. M. 


a recu l'ouvrage imprimè que a pour titre, Formules & Cere- S 
monies*pour le ſacre de S. M. Louis XVI. Je voudrais, Sire, que 
vos occupations, et les vẽrités trop importantes vous permiſſent 
de jeter les yeux ſur ce livre, qui a indigne tous les bons et 


fideles ſujets de notre jeune et verteux monarque; Vous 


'y verriez a la page 60, que les pretres recoinmandent a 


Dien le nouveau Roi que Nous Er1soNs, diſent ils, pour Sou- 


verain de ce Royaume,—Comment ſouffre-t-on cette inſulte 


impudente au Monarque, et a la Nation ? 


Oeuvres poſthumes de Frederic Il. Roi de Pruſſe, 
Lettre de M. D'Alembert au Roi. Vol. 
p. 28g, le 3 Octobre, 1775. 


i At the ſame time, (with a true eccleſiaſtical ſpirit) they 
addreſſed their young and benevolent Monarch to enforce the 
Penal Laws again{t the Proteſtants! Quant aux pretres, qui 
jont actuellement afſembles, comme ils le font par malheur 


tous 


E-& 3 
tous les cing ans, & qui dans cette Aſſemblee, ſe devorent, & 
ſe dechirent entr'eux, ils partent de là pour aller a Verſailles, 


conjurer le Roi de renouveler les edits atroces & abſurdes qui 


ordonnent la perſecution des proteſtans.—Ut ſupra. 


1 Swift's Sermon on Mutual Subjettion, breathes the true 
and gene rous Spirit of uncorrupted Chriſtianity.—In theſe 
days, the Author (if it had been preached in Scotland) would 

have been baniſhed to Botany Bay. Dr. Parr's principles are 
well known, and I am ſurpriſed how he has eſcaped proſecu- 
tion, for he treats the pious and glorious Confederacy of Kings 
as diſreſpectfully as Dr. Swift could poſſibly do. 

m The Madonna della Scodella, - Correggio's moſt cele- 
| brated picture. — The Holy Family are repreſented in 
their flight to Egypt, reſting under ſome palm-trees. Joſeph 
18 employed in twiſting the branches together to form a ſhade 
for the mother and child. —A group of Angels are painted in 
a circle of glory, with looks full of admiration and reſpect.— 
The child appears to be four or five years old, and one of the 
| Angels iS repreſented holding the Als. 


: „ Rafaelle's famous celebrated picture of Mount Parnaſſus, 
| Homer, Pindar, &c. are placed near the ſummit, liſtening to 
the Muſes and Apollo. Taſſo, &c. are feated at the bottom 
of the Mount—Apollo plays the fiddle, inſtead of the lyre. 
This breach of Coſtume was deſigned as a compliment to one 


of the Pope's favourite Muſicians, who is painted as Apollo. 


:Q-24 | o «© Of 


EC SY 

oe Of diſeaſes, the moſt endemical (at Carthagena) are inter- 
mitting and putrid fevers .—In the year 1785, during the three 
autumnal months, they loſt two thouſand five hundred perſons; 
and the ſucceeding year, two thouſand three hundred more, | 
yet the Almajar, (a peſtilential marſh) remains undrained, 
When the report of this calamity had reached the Court, an 
order was diſpatched to the phyſician, that no other medicine 


ſhould be adminiſtered to the ſick, than the famous one pre- 
ſcribed by Don Joſeph Mardeval, and called by his Opiate. 


The phyſicians of Carthagena were willing to allow this 


medicine all the credit which was due to it, and to preſcribe 


no other, when they thought this could be uſed with ſafety ; 
but to preclude in all caſes from the uſe of other remedies, 


they thought would be unreaſonable. They therefore ſent 


their remonſtrances to Court; but in anſwer there came an 
expreſs order from the King, that they ſhould be ſubjett to the 
Intendant of the Dock-yard, and preſcribe according to his 


direction. On the receipt of this mandate from the Court, 


the Intendant immediately aſſembled the Phyſicians, and made 
known the royal pleaſure, informing them, that in caſe of diſ- 
obedience, the priſons were prepared, and the guards in waiting 
to execute his orders, | They expoſtulated, but to little pur- 
poſe ; and being told that nothing ſhort of abſolute ſubmiſſion 
would be accepted, they conſented to preſcribe the Opiate in 
all caſes, and to evince their ſincerity, they ſigned a Certificate 
than to other Medicine was ſo efficacious as this recommended 


by the King. N . 


This 
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This perhaps is the firſt inſtance of deſpotic power control- 

ing the functions of Phyſicians, and preſcribing uniformity ta 
this claſs of citizens in the line of their proteſſion.” 

Tovnſend's Journey in Spain, Vol. III. p. 14t. 

As Tuſcany's Duke, 8&c. The preſent Duke of Tuſcany (Iam 


told) has yielded to the remonſtrances of his ſubje&s, and now 
graciouſly allows every family to bury their dead in their own 
Way. | . 
The King of Spain being ſeized with a total dejection of - 
ſpirits, which made him refuſe to be ſhaved, and rendered him 
| incapable of attending Council or tranſacting affairs of State, 
the Queen, who had in vain tried every common expedient 
that was likely to contribute to his recovery, determined that 
an experiment ſhould be made of the eſſects of Muſic upon the 
King her huſband, who was extremely ſenſible of its charms. 
Upon the arrival of Farinelli, of whoſe extraordinary perform- 
| ances an account had been tranſmitted to Madrid from ſeveral 
parts of Europe, but particularly from Paris ; ber Majeſty con- 
trived, that there ſhould be a Concert in a room adjoining to 
the King's apartment, in which this ſinger performed one of 
his moſt captivating ſongs. The King appeared at firſt ſar- 
priſed, then moved, and at the end of the ſecond air, made the 
Virtuoſo enter his apartment, loading him with compliments 
and careſſes; aſking him how he could reward ſuch talents, 
aſſuring him that he could refuſe him nothing. Farinelli pre- 
viouſly inſtructed, only begged that his Majeſty would permit | 
his attendants to ſhave and dreſs * and that he would en- 


deavour 


deavour to appear in Council as uſual. From this time, che 
King's diſeaſe gave "_ to medicine, and the ſinger had all 
the honour ot the cure. | 

Burney's Hiſtory of Muſic, Vol. Iv. p. 412. 


« * Sir John Hawkins, in his Hiſtory of Muſic, tells us, 
that a Captain of the Regiment of Navarre, being confined in 
priſon, requeſted the Governor to give him leave to ſend for 
his lute, to beguile the ſad hours of his captivity, which favour 

was granted him. After ſinging and playing ſome time, he 
was greatly aſtoniſhed to ſee the nice come out of their holes, 
and the ſpiders dance from their webs, and form a circle round 
him : he ſtood motionleſs, and laying down his lute, theſe | 
animals and iniecls retired to their lodgings.” 
Sketches of the Origin and Effects of Muſic, by the 
| Rev. Mr. Eaſtcott, p. 87, 
Sir Thomas Fairfax told me a pleaſant tale of a Soldier : 
| in Ireland, who having got his paſſport to go for England, as 2 
. he paſſed through the wood with his knapſack on his back, 


being weary, he ſet down under a tree, where he opened his 


knapſack upon his back, and fell to ſome victuals he had; but 


1 on a fudden, he was ſurpriſed with twoor three wolves, making 
a a near approach to him; he knew not what ſhift to make, but 
| by taking a pair of Scotch bagpipes which he had, and as ſoon 
as he began to play upon them, the wolves ran all away, as if 
| they had been ſcared out of ear wits, whereupon the ſoldier 
ſail, a pox lake you all, if 1 had known you loved muſic ſo well, 
you ſhould have hadi it before dinner.“ 5 


Howel's Familiar Letters, p. 169. 


CS: 
The following Anecdote was communicated ſome years 
ſince, by Mr. James Tatlow, of Wiegate, near Mancheſter, 
who had it from thoſe who were witneſſes of the fact: One 


Sunday evening, five Choriſters were walking on the banks of 


the river Merſey, in Cheſhire ; after ſome time, they ſat down 
on the graſs and began to ſing an anthem. The field in which. 
they ſat, was terminated at one extremity by a wood, out of 
_ which as they were ſinging, they obſerved a hare to paſs with 
great ſwiftneſs towards the place where they were ſitting, and 
to ſtop at about twenty yards diſtance from them, She ap- 
peared highly delighted with the muſic, often turning up the 
ſide of her head to liſten with more facility. As ſoon as the 
harmonious ſound was over, the hare returned ſlowly towards 
the wood ; when ſhe had reached nearly the end of the field, 
they began the ſame piece again, at which the hare ſtopped, 
turned about, and came ſwiftly back again, to about the ſame 
diſtance as before, where the ſeemed to liſten with rapture and 


delight, till they had finiſhed the Anthem, when the returned 


7 again by a flow pace up the field, and entered the wood. 
The harmony of the Choriſters, no doubt, drew the hare from 
her ſeat in the wood.“ , 

| Eſtcott's Sketches on Muſic, p. 84. 

„The following melancholy fact, being witneſſed by a 

| vaſt multitude of people, can want no farther confirmation to 

eftabliſh it. At the firſt grand performance in Commemora- 

Ha of Handel, at Weſtminſter Abbey, Mr. Burton, a cele- 

brated Chorus finger, well known in the Muſical World, was 


immediately 


5 10 g 
immediately upon the commencement of TS Orerture of 
Eſther, ſo violently agitated, that after laying for ſome time in 
a fainting fit, he expired. However, at intervals he was able 
to ſpeak; and but a few minutes before he drew his laſt 
breath declared, that it was the wonderful effects of the Muſi ic, 


which had operated ſo powerfully on him.“ | 
Eaſtcott's Sketches c on Mulic, page 58. 


w © HANDEL, in his Oratorio of ined; in Egypt, has imi- 


tated by notes, the buzzing of flies, the flight of locuſts, and | 
the leaping of frogs; and has rattled down a hail-ſtorm fo 


wonderfully, that to the imagination of the greater part of 


thoſe who attended the Abbey meetings, it abſolutely realifed 


dreary Winter, whilſt every thing in nature was invigorated by 


the warm rays of the genial Sun.“ 


Eaftcoit's Sketches on Muſic, page 101* 


* « Tt ſeems evident W from whence, and by what 


means, the Planets, which have all of them a rotative motion 


as the Sun's, were formed, and by what impulſive power theſe 


have acquired their projectile force which whirls them round 


their orbits with ſuch unabating velocity, ſhot out by Volca- 


noes from the Sun to different diſtances, according to the ratio 
of their different diameters, and perhaps at different times. 
The Moon, our at: endant, driven out probably from the South. 

ern Pole of the Earth, by inter nal fires.” g 


Conjectures on the Syſtem of the Univerſe, by the 
Earl of Orford, — Annals of Agriculture, 


No. 61, 1788. 


